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MARCELLA; 

A     TRAGEDY, 
OF      THREE      A   C   T   S. 


VOL.  VI.  B 


PREFACE. 

CT~  H E  following  Tragedy  may  perhaps  attract  the 
notice  of  the  curious  reader,,  more  by  a  literary 
anecdote  relating  to  its  fubjeff,  than  by  any  intrinjic 
merit  as  a  dramatic  composition. 

The  ft  or y  was  recommended  to  YOUNG  by  the  Author 
of  ClariJja.—The  poet  adopted  it,  and  wrote  a  fmgk 
att  ;  but  this  Jhared  the  fate  of  his  other  unfinijhed  ma- 
mi/crfytSj  and,  according  to  the  direction  of  his  will,  was 
committed  to  the  Jlames. 

Thefe  particulars,  with  a  concife  Jketch  of  the  ftary 
^s  related  by  RICHARDSON,  were  communicated  to  Mr. 
THORNTON  by  the  poet's  very  liberal  and  amiable  Son, 
•the  neighbour  and  the  much-ejieemed  relation  of  my 
dear  departed  friend,  who  wijbed  me  to  build  a  tragedy 
.upon  this  foundation. 

Some  particular  clrcumftances  prevented  me  at  that 

Jime  from  executing  the  defire  cf  a  perfon,  who,  from 

•the  integrity  of  his  judgment,  and  the  uncom?non  warmth 
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af  bis  friend/hip,  had  an  undifputed  title  to  influence  my 
ftudies. — Other  works  had  engaged  me,  and  this  drama- 
tic fiery  lay  for  fome  years  negletted:  but  in  looking  over 
the  letters  of  my  Jlill-valued,  though  lojl  correspondent^ 
it  Jlruck  me  zuith  new  force.  As  the  dijirefs,  with  which 
it  abounds ,  is  of  a  private  nature,  it  appeared  to  mejin- 
gularly  calculated  for  my  purpofe  of  forming  a  drama 
for  a  domejlic  theatre.  I  have  therefore,  with  fame  con- 
ftderable  alterations  in  the  principal  incident,  raifedfrom 
it  a  tragedy  of  three  afts ;  with  what  fuccefs,  it  is  now 
the  privilege  of  my  readers  to  pronounce. 

I  will  not  attempt  to.  influence  their  decijion  by  any 
arguments  in  its  behalf;  but  let  me  be  allowed  to  clofe 
this  Jhort  preface  with  a  little  poetical  acknowledgment 
to  the  two  literary  illvjlrious  friends,  who  firft  marked 
theftoryfor  the  tragic  Mufe,  and  from  whom  it  has  ac-* 
cidentally  defcended  to  me. 

SONNET. 

BLEST duthcrs  !  with  whofe  fame  the  world  has  rung. 
Immortal  minds,  of  philanthropic  mold  ! 
Pathetic  RICHARDSON  !  fublimer  YOUNG  ! 
To  you  let  me  infcribe  the  leaves,  that  held 

A  theme, 
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A  theme,  ye  once  confulted  to  unfold  ! 
Fairer  its  fortune,  had  not  death's  defpite 
Torn  from  theftlenc'd  bard  this  tale  half -told  ! 
O  could  Iblendthofe  beams,  whofe  fep' rate  light 
Forms  each  a  glory  round  your  rival  brows* 
Sublimity  and  Pathos  !  effluence  bright 
Ofhighejl  genius  !—but  in  vainfuch  vows  : 
Tet  in  the  reach  of  emulation* $  flight 
One  eminence  ye  Jhare  : — be  that  my  end  / 
Teach  me  to  rank  with  you ,  as  Virtue's  friend  ! 


B  3  '     Perfons 


Ferfons    of    the    Drama  ^ 

GOVERNOR  OF  BARCELONA,, 

MENDOZA, 

LUPERCIO, 

HERNANDEZ,. 

LOPEZ. 

MARC  ELL  A. 

Servants,  £?V. 

S-CENE  tbe  Governor  s  Caftle  in  BARCELONA» 
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ACT         I. 

S.C  E  N  E      I.      The  Governor's  Co/lie. 
Lupercio  and  Marcella, 

MARCELLA. 

T    E  T  ardent  friendfhip  be  the  bond  between  us, 
•^"^  But  O  fubdue  this  inaufpicious  love, 
And  chafe  it  from  thy  breaft  ! 

Lu  PER  C  I  O. 

Impoffible  \ 

Think,  cruel  monitor^  thro'  what  long  years 
My  heart  has  cherifti'd  an  encreafing  paflion, 
Till  it  is  grown  a  portion  of  my  being, 
Which  I  can  ne'er  relinquifh  but  with  life  ! 

B  4  MARCELLA. 


8  MARCELLA! 

MARCELLA. 

I  know,  that  from  our  days  of  infancy 
Thy  vows  have  had  the  fanction  of  my  father  j 
And  from  the  period  when  he  firft  became 
The  governor  of  this  fair  city,  he 
Has  lean'd  towards  thee  with  an  anxious  hope 
To  call  thee  by  the  tender  name  of  fon  : 
Nor  can  the  world  reprove  his  generous  wifhes, 
Por  Barcelona's  walls  contain  no  youth 
Of  nobler  blood,  or  higher  eftimation. 

LUPERCIO. 

Lovely  encomiaft  !  fure  the  fongs  of  feraphs, 
And  all  the  wondrous  harmonies  of  Heaven, 
Can  never  ftrike  more  fweetly  on  the  foul, 
Than  the  frank  praife  of  thofe  angelic  lips. 

MARCELLA. 

I  fliould  defpife  my  own  uncandid  heart, 
If  it  refus'd  that  tribute  of  applaufe 
Which  felfifh  pride,  and  jealous  envy  pay 
To  thy  acknowledg'd  merit.-— Yes  !  Lupercio, 
I  own,  thy  rank,  and  thy  accomplifti'd  youth, 
Might  juftly  challenge  a  return  of  fondnefs 
From  the  moft  haughty  of  our  flatter'd  fex  ; 
Yet  truft  me,  and  I  fpeak  the  words  of  friend/hip, 

'Twere 
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'Twere  wifer  in  thee,  even  could  my  tongue 
Pronounce  the  free  compliance  thou  entreateft, 
To  turn  thy  partial  eyes  from  cold  Marcella, 
And  for  thy  wife  folicit  me  no  more. 

LUPERCIO. 

Mock  not  my  fenfes  with  fuch  admonition 
As  reafon  muft  revolt  from  !  Wouldft  thou  fay 
To  the  poor  wretch,  who  after  many  a  ftep 
O'er  Afric's  burning  fands,  half  dead  with  drought. 
Holds  in  his  parch'd  and  eager  hand  at  lafl 
The  liquid  blefiing,  that  he  long  has  pinM  for  ; 
Then  wouldft  thou  fay,  that  wifdom  bids  him  dafh 
The  iaJutary  treafure  from  his  tongue, 
And,perifti  by  the  thirft  that  waftes  his  being  ? 
Such,  and  more  cruel  is  thy  counfel  now, 
That  would  induce  me  to  renounce  thy  charms, 
E'en  in  thefe  moments,  when  thy  father's  friendship 
Had  fill'd  my  foul  with  panting  expectation 
To  hear  thy  heavenly  voice  declare  me  happy. 

MARCELLA. 

I  know  my  father's  hopes ;  and  by  his  worth 
I  fwear,  my  heart  oft  wifhes  for  the  power 
Moft  fondly  to  fulfil  them. 

LUPERCIO, 


ro  MARCELLA: 

L  U  P  E  R  C  I  0. 

Ha  !  what  bar, 

What  fecret  bar,  from  quick-ey'd  Love  conceal'd, 
Has  envious  fortune  rais'd  to  thwart  our  union  ? 
You  fay,  that  you  regard  me  as  your  friend  ; 
Then  honour  me  with  friendfhip's  deareft  claim, 
Unbounded  confidence  ! — unfold  your  heart  !  — 
If,  to  cut  off  the  promife  of  my  blifs, 
If  there  is  aught  of  unknown  fondnefs  there, 
Which  fears  a  father's  eye,  confide  in  me  ! 
And  though  againft  myfelf — — 

MARCELLA. 

Ingenuous  youth  ! 

Your  mind  is  noble,  but  you  little  know 
Marcella's  heart,  above  all  low  difguife, 
Proud  of  its  truth,  nor  patient  of  controul. 

LUPERCIO. 

Pardon  the  fond  furmife  of  fearful  love  ! 
If  thy  foft  breaft  is  free  from  predilection, 
What  other  bar  ? — and  yet  there  may  be  other; 
Nature  perhaps  has  curs'd  me  with  defects 
Offenfive  to  thy  fight ;  fome  natural  blemifh 
Of  mind,  or  feature,  which  thy  delicate  fcnfe 
Tries  to  endure,  but  cannot. 

MARCELLAr 
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MARCELLA. 

No  !  by  Heaven  ! 

Except  the  noble  Granger,  whom  we  faw 
At  mafs  this  morning,  and  whofe  fignal  graces 
Drew  from  us  both  obfervance  of  his  perfon, 
My  eyes  ne'er  gaz'd  upon  a  comelkr  youth  : 
And  reafon  tells  me,  that  I  ought  to  love  thee  : 
But  my  heart  fhrinks  perverfely  from  her  voice. 
Oft  have  I  try'd  to  bend  my  wayward  fpirit 
To  crown  thy  conftant  vows,  and  blefs  my  father  ;;. 
Yet  ever  as  my  foul  purfues  that  thought, 
A  fecret  tremor  in  my  bofom  bids  me 
Recoil  from  thy  embraces,  whifpering  there, 
That  I  was  only  born  to  be  thy  bane. 

L  u  P  E  R  c  i  o.; 

Thou  !  thou  my  bane  ! — Thou  art  my  life's  fupport-j. 
As  dear,  and-  as  eflential  to  my  being, 
As  the  bleft  radiance  of  the  fun  to  nature. 
Thefe  are  the  airy  fears  of  virgin  foftnefs, 
j  Moft  apt  to  harbour  in  the  lovelieft  minds. 
Banifh  the  vifionary  dread,  and  give 
Thy  lighten'd  heart  to  all  the  joys  that  court  thee  !' 
Thy  father's  prayers,  the  vows  of  all  our  friends 
Will,  fhed  propitious  luftre  on  our  union  : 

Hymen- 
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Hymen  can  never  light  his  genial  flame 
With  happier  aufpices :  but  were  they  dark 
And  hideous  as  the  fick  man's  feverifh  dreams  j 
Wert  thou,  inftead  of  noble  Garcia's  heirefs, 
The  child  of  want,  and  penury  thy  dower, 
I  ftill  fhould  pant  as  fondly  for  thy  hand  ; 
Still  in  thy  wondrous  charms  and  lovely  virtues 
Think  all  the  blefllngs  of  the  earth  compriz'd. 

MARCELLA. 

I  know  thee  generous  to  a  fond  extreme  : 
It  has  fubdu'd  my  waywardnefs  of  temper, 
And,  fpite  of  the  relu&ance  that  I  feel 
To  fpeak  the  important  words,  I  will  be  thine. 

LUP  ER  c  i  o. 

Bleft  be  that  found  !  it  is  an  angel's  voice, 
Freeing  the  fpirit  of  a  tortur'd  martyr* 
And  opening  to  his  view  the  heaven  he  figh'd  for. 

MARC  ELLA. 

And  yet  I  fear— 

LUPERCIO. 

Wound  not  enraptur'd  love 
With  vain  diftruft  !  but  name  the  blifsful  day, 
When  my  fond  heart— 

MARCEttA, 
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MARCELLA. 

I  faid,  I  will  be  thine  : 
Do  not,  with  cruel  importunity, 
Now  prefs  me  farther  !  As  I  frankly  told  thee, 
My  foul,  I  know  not  why,  is  out  of  tune  5 
Give  me  a  little  time  to  regulate 
The  ftrange  emotion  of  my  mind,  and  try 
To  meet  thee,  as  I  wifli,  without  thefe  terrors. 
LuPERCIO, 

Thou  dear  directrefs  of  my  fate  !  thy  will 
Shall  ever  fway  the  conduct  of  my  life, 
Howe'er  it  thwart  me. — Yet,  I  pray  thee,  name 
Some  period,  on  which  hope  may  dwell,  to  footh 
The  reftlefs  interval  !  or  kindly  give  me 
Some  pledge  of  thy  dear  promife  I 
MARCELLA. 

Take  this  ring, 

Of  curious  workmanfhip,  near  Tunis  found, 
And  given  my  father  by  a  noble  Moor  ; 
The  wife  of  Afdrubal,  you  know  the  figure, 
Plunging  amidft  the  flames,  in  which  me'perinVd  ! 
Wear  this  a  month,  then  claim  me  as  your  bride  I 
But  if  you  value  me,  prcferve  the  jewel ; 
for  if  you  lofe  this  fymbol  of  my  faith, 

Your 
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Your  negligence  may  lead  me  to  retract 
A  promife,  fo  relu&ahtly  pronounc'd. 

L  .u  P  E  R  c  i  o. 

Reft  here,  thou  radiant  harbinger  of  blifs  ! 
Truft  me,  my  love,  and  by  thyfelf  I  fwear, 
That  fooner  fhall  my  foul  and  body  part, 
Than  this  dear  gem  be  wreited  from  the  finger 
Where  now  it  (bines. — O  let  me  kifs  the  hand 
Which  has  enrich'd  me  with  a  pledge  fo  precious  ; 
And  let  my  lips  thus  ratify  our  compact  ! 

(JPJjile  he  is  kijjingher  hand^ 
Enter  the  Governor,  Hernandez,  and  a  female 

Attendant. 
GOVERNOR. 

Why,  this  is  well :  I  like  this  pleafing  fhew 
Of  mutual  tendernefs  —  She  has  relented, 
And  will  be  your's,  Lupercio  ? 

LUPERCIO. 

Yes,  my  father, 

J  now  may  call  you  by  that  valued  title  ; 
My  blifsful  doom  has  pafs'd  thofe  lovely  lips, 
And  fhe  is  now  irrevocably  mine. 
GOVERNOR. 
May  every  blefling  my  paternal  prayers 

6  Caa 
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Can  afk  of  Heaven,  defcend  upon  ye  both  •  — 
Thy  free  confent  delights  me ;  and  thou  art 
My  age's  comfort. 

MARCELLA. 
When  I  ceafe  to  be  fo, 
May  life  forfake  mel — 'twill  have  loft  all  value. 

GOVERNOR. 

My  tender  child,  I  thank  thee  :   but  thou  lead'fl  me 
Wide  of  my  prefect  aim. — With  thee,  Lupercio, 
I  muft  on  bufinefs  of  the  ftate  awhile 
Hold  private  converfe :  I'll  releafe  thee  fobn 
To  the  foft  obje&  of  thy  tend'rer  thoughts. 
Meantime,  my  daughter,  as  the  hour  of  vefpers 
Now  fummons  you,  pray  for  us,  and  implore 
Your  Guardian  Saint  to  make  your  nuptials  happy. 
Your  fervants  wait  you — Go  !  — on  your  return 
You'll  find  us  in  the  caftle,  and  at  leifure 
To  dedicate  the  hours  to  love  and  joy. — 
Now  mark  me,  thou  brave  youth. 
(Retires  to  the  farther  part  oftkejlage  with  Lupercio. ) 

MARCELLA. 

Hernandez,  you  may  reft  at  home — you  know 
'Tis  not  your  duty  to  attend  on  me, 
As  I  have  oft  inform'd  you. — It  is  ftrange" 
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My  father  fufFers  his  old  foolifh  fteward 
To  pefter  me  with  fuch  officious  fervice. 

HERNANDEZ.    ' 
Dear  lady,  do  not  frown — I  have  no  joy 
But  to  gaze  on  you,  wherefoe'er  you  go, 
And  follow  like  your  fhadow. — Would  my  fhape 
Were  half  fo  graceful  I—then  I  think  your  eyes 
Could  never  view  me  with  an  angry  glance* 

MARCELLA. 

Hence,  faucy  vaflal ! — Howfoe'er  my  father 
Ufe  thy  prepofterous  pafllpn  for  his  mirth, 
It  fhall  not  thus  infult  me. — Hence  !  I  bid  thee 

For  ever  fhun  my  prefence. 

[Drops  her  glove. 

HERNANDEZ  (prefentlng  the  glove.) 

But  kind  chance 
Is  more  my  friend,  and  makes  me  ftill  your  fervant, 

MARCELLA. 

Away  f  fantaftic  infolence  !  be  gone  F 
I  will  not  feed  thy  vanity,  by  wearing 
Aught  which  thy  touch  has  fullied.     Ifabel, 
Take  it,  and  draw  its  fellow  from  my  arm  ! 
Bring  other  gloves,  and  follow  me  to  vefpers. 

[Exeunt  Marcella  and  her  Attendant. 
7  HERNANDEZ. 
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HERNANDEZ. 

Irifulting  fair  !  I  yet  may  find  a  moment 
To  triumph  o'er  thy  fcorn. 
The  Governor  and  Lupercio  advance  from  the  end 

cftkejltfge. 
GOVERNOR. 

How  now,  Hernandez ! 

What !  has  your  miftrefs  chid  you  from  her  prefence  ? 
I  am  indeed  to  blame,  to  treat  fo  long 
Your  fooleries  with  levity  and  laughter. 
Henceforth,  in  this  my  young  and  noble  friend 
You  muft  refpedl  a  husband's  dignity, 
And  dare  to  wound  my  daughter's  ear  no  more 
With  founds  of  amorous  dotage. 
LUPERCIO* 

Good  Hernandez, 

You  know  the  infirmity  of  Spanifh  hufbands  ; 
And  you're  fo  ftudied  in  your  lady's,  temper, 
I  may  regard  you  as  a  dangerous  rival. 

HERNANDEZ. 

I  ftand  correaed.— (Aftde.)  Curfe  his  happy  ftars  f 
And  curfe  his  proud  and  thinly- veil'd  contempt  I 
Howe'er  defornwty  may  make  my  figure 
The  butt  of  his  <ferifion,  I've  a  fpirit, 
VOL.  VI.  C  In 
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In  which  this  fair-limb'd  youth  may  feel  a  rival 
More  dangerous  than  his  vanity  believes.          [Exit. 

GOVERNOR. 

That  faithful  fervant  is  depriv'd  of  fenfe 
By  the  abfurdeft  paflion  that  e'er  triumph'd 
O'er  manly  reafon  :  he  was  juftly  noted 
For  the  beft  qualities  that  grace  his  ftation, 
Intelligence  and  duty,  till  my  daughter 
Advanc'd  to- womanhood ,;  but  from  that  period, 
E'en  in  proportion  as  her  beauties  ripen'd, 
His  faculties  have  feem'd  upon  the  wane. 
I  have  too  lightly  fported  with  his  frenzy, 
Which  call'd  for  hardier  difcipline. 
LUPERCIO. 

O!  no, 

I  feel  he  is  entitled  to  compaffion  ; 
Marcella  has  thofe  fafcinating  charms, 
Which  may  intoxicate  the  fobereft  mind, 
Till  all  its  fenfes  reel. — I  cannot  wonder 
Age  and  deformity  forget  their  nature 
By  living  in  her  fight,  and  only  feel 
That  lhe  has  beauty  which  inflames  to  madnefs» 

GOVERNOR. 
She  may  indeed  (with  pride  the  father  fpeaks  it) 

9  Be 
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Be  number'd  with  the  lovelieft  of  her  fex. 
With  joy,  brave  youth,  but  with  an  anxious  joy, 
I  give  her  to  thy  guard. 

LUPERCIO. 

Doubt  not  my  love  ! 

GOVERNOR. 

Truft  me,  I  do  not :  but  anxiety 
Is  the  high  tax,  which  fond  affection  pays 
For  all  its  pleafures ;  and  parental  hearts, 
As  thou  may'ft  prove  hereafter,  pay  it  double, 
Befides,  my  daughter,  lovely  as  ihe  is, 
Has  qualities  that  claim  the  niceft  care. 

LUPERCIO. 

She  has  a  generous  pride,  which  to  her  foul 
Gives  awful  beauty,  and  proclaims  it  free 
From  all  that  poor  and  petty  artifice, 
Which  manly  arrogance  prefumes  to  think 
Inherent  in  her  fex. 

GOVERNOR. 

You  know,  Lupercio, 
She  is  the  only  child  that  ever  nature 
Enrich'd  me  with ;  my  tendernefs,  difdawaing 
The  rigid  cuftoms  of  her  fex  and  country, 
Has  rear'd  her  with  a  freedom  little  known 

C  2  To 
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To  Spanifh  fair-ones ;  for  I  wifh'd  to  make  her, 
Not  the  cag'd  vaflal  of  parental  power, 
But  truth  and  nature's  chafte  and  free  difciple. 
Her  early  temper  join'd  with  my  affe&ion 
To  fix  me  in  this  conduct ;  for,  believe  me, 
Her  mind  is  like  the  element  of  fire ; 
Treat  it  with  gentle  caution,  it  will  fliine 
The  radiant  minifter  of  joy  and  comfort  j 
But  clofe  confinement,  or  a  blind  neglect, 
May  roufe  its  perilous  energies  to  fpread 
Unthought-of  fcenes  ofmifery  and  terror. 

LUPERCIO. 

Truft  me,  I  never  will  prophane  her  virtue 
With  abje£  jealoufy  and  harm  conftraint. 

GOVERNOR. 

On  this  nice  topic,  in  our  hours  of  leifure, 
We'll  fpeak  more  largely,  when  your  juft  afreclion 
Will  give  kind  audience  to  a  father's  counfel. 
Now  other  cares  demand  us.— You  forget 
The  bufinefs  I've  entrufted  to  your  guidance, 
Which  calls  for  quick  difpatch. 

LUPERCIO. 

Forgive  me,  Sir ! 
May  love,  that  mifer,  who  locks  up  our  thoughts, 

Nor 
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Nor  lets  them  circulate,  as  duty  orders, 

Plead  with  me  for  your  pardon  ! — I  am  gone.   [Exit. 

GOVERNOR. 

My  blefling  be  thy  guard  ! — Long  have  I  wifli'd 
To  give  my  daughter  to  this  virtuous  youth  j 
But  'tis  the  doom  of  age,  in  deeds  of  moment, 
To  feel  the  fit  of  warm  defire  fucceeded 
By  terror's  aguifh  tremblings.    I  begin 
To  fear  I've  prcfs'd  too  far  her  generous  mind, 
To  what  her  heart  recoils  from  j  for  (he  weds 
To  indulge  a  father's  wifties,  not  her  own. 
'Tis  true,  the  tendereft  motives  have  impell'd  me 
To  urge  this  union,  eager  to  entruft 
Her  peace  and  honour  to  a  kind  protector  : 
But  anxious  love,  tho'  probity  may  guide  it, 
Oft,  with  a  fond  precipitancy,  foils 
Its  own  dear  purpofe,  and  with  dizzy  rafhnefs 
Leaps  in  the  dreaded  gulph  it  ftrives  to  (hun.— 
My  child  return'd  fo  foon!  and  with  a  ftranger  ! 
What  may  this  mean  ? 

Enter  Marcella  and  Mendoza. 

M  E  N  D  O  Z  A, 

It  moves,  I  fee,  thy  wonder, 
Thou  honour'd  veteran,  that  thus  unchecfc'4 

C3  By 
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By  ceremony's  juft  obfervances, 

A  youth  unknown  intrudes  upon  thy  prefence, 

And  dares  to  make  this  lovely  maid  his  herald. 

GOVERNOR. 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  young  Signor,  I  muft  own 
Thy  graceful  femblance  prompts  me  to  believe 
Thou  haft  no  common  claim  to  courtefy. 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 

'Tis  poffible  thou  art  not  unacquainted 
With  young  Mendoza's  name. 

GOVERNOR. 

Who  knows  it  not  ? 

Spain  has  no  martial  fon,  whofe  generous  veins 
Hold  richer  blood  ;  and  fame  reports  Mendoza 
A  youth,  whofe  opening  virtues  have  reflected 
New  honour  on  his  noble  anceftry. 
Our  country,  with  a  fond,  impatient  pride, 
Expects  him  from  his  travels  j  but  'tis  faid 
That,  grac'd  with  a  difcerning  monarch's  friend&ip, 
He  purpofes  to  pafs  another  year 
At  the  Imperial  court. 

MENDOZA. 

Such  as  he  is, 
Mendoza  ftands  before  thee,  and  thou  feeft  him 

An 
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An  anxious,  humble  fuitor  to  thy  bounty. 

GOVERNOR. 
To  me,  my  Lord  ! 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 
To  thee,  thou  happy  father  ! 
To  thee,  thou  bleft  pofleflbr  of  a  treafure, 
That  turns  all  other  wealth  to  poverty  ! 
Oft  had  I  heard  thy  lovely  daughter  prais'd 
As  beauty's  ftandard,  and  no  more  allowing 
A  competition  with  inferior  fair-ones, 
Than  the  rich  diamond's  blaze  admits  compare 
With  the  dark  amethyft,  or  clouded  opal. 
It  was  my  wifh,  in  paffing  thro'  your  city, 
Unknown  to  gaze  upon  this  beauteous  wonder, 
As  on  a  prodigy  of  nature's  work, 
Supreme  m  lovelinefs  ;  which  to  have  feen, 
Gives  to  the  eye  that  faw  it  a  proud  fparkle 
Of  exultation,  whenfoe'er  'tis  nam'd. 

GOVERNOR. 

This  lavifh  praife,  my  Lord,  at  once  o'erwhelms  mt 
With  joy  and  pain ;  and  both  in  the  extreme. 
Pray  do  not  fpoil,  by  thus  o'er-rating  them, 
The  fimple  charms  of  an  unpohlh'd  girl ! 

C  4.  MlNDOZA. 
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ME  ND  o  z  A. 

Your  pardon  i — 'tis  not  in  the  power  of  language 
To  ftate  their  excellence. — At  mafs  this  morning 
My  eager  eyes  firft  feafted  on  their  fight : 
I  thought  I  ne'er  had  feen  till  that  bleft  moment  j 
For  on  my  ravifh'd  fenfe  her  beauty  burft, 
Dazzling  and  dear,  as  new-imparted  light 
To  one,  whofe  vifual  organs  from  his  childhood 
Had  pin'd  in  moping  darknefs — from  that  hour 
My  heart  cries  loudly,  that  the  earth  contains 
No  prize  worth  my  contention,  but  her  love,— 
.Report  inform'd  me,  that  her  foft  affections 
Are  yet  unfix'd  ;  tho'  an  accomplifh'd  youth, 
Fondly  prefuming  on  a  father's  friendfhip, 
Hopes  hourly  for  the  promife  of  her  hand. 
Fir'd  by  thefe  tidings,  as  again  I  faw  her 
Approach  th,e  hajlow'd  precincts  of  the  temple, 
I  threw  me  at  her  feet,  conjur'd  her  pity 
To  guide  me  to  your  prefence,  and  implor'd 
The  Guardian  Saint,  whofe  votary  I  iued  tq, 
That  when  we  next  that  facred  pavement  trod, 
Heaven  might  exalt  me  to  the  blifsful  honour 
To  lead  her  to  the  altar. 
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MARCELL  A. 

Oft  in  vain 

I  pray'd  the  gallant  ftranger  to  forbear 
His  unavailing  fuit,  nor  vex  my  father 
With  fruitlefs  importunity. 

M  E  ND  oz  A. 
To  both 

I  bend  for  pardon,  that  my  violent  love 
Dar'd  to  o'er-rule  the  mortifying  counfel 
.    Of  maidenly  referve,  and  modeft  fear. 
If  yet  thy  heart,  that  throne  ofhappinefs, 
Be  vacant,  I  implore  thy  father's  leave 
To  join  the  conteft  for  a  prize,  whofe  value 
Might  tempt  the  monarchs  of  the  world  in  arms 
To  hazard  each  his  empire. 

GOVERNOR. 

Noble  youth  ! 

Thy  generous  warmth  fo  wins  on  my  efteem, 
I  will  entruft  thy  own  ingenuous  heart 
To  judge  the  caufe,  where  e*en  thy  love's  a  party.— 
The  hour's  not  paft,  in  which,  with  her  aflent, 
I  gave  my  daughter  to  a  valiant  friend, 
Who  long  has  lov'd  her  ;  tho'  I  frankly  own 
His  birth  and  fortune  make  him  not  thy  equal* 

Such 
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Such  is  my  ftory :  now  aflume  my  place, 
And  anfwer  for  me  !  Say  !  fhall  I,  a  foldier, 
An  old  plain  foldier,  honefty  my  pride  ! 
Shall  I  revoke  my  promife,  at  the  lure 
Ofintereft  and  ambition? 

MENDOZ  A. 

Thou  haft  found 

The  way  to  vanquifh  all  Mendoza's  ardour : 
Thy  words  benumb  my  foul ;  but  thou  flialt  fee 
My  wounded  heart  has  virtue  to  decide 
Againft  itfelf.    Mendoza's  voice  fhall  never 
Prompt  to  the  lips  of  honourable  age 
The  abjecl:  founds  of  infamy. — Shalt  thou 
Revoke  thy  promife  !  no  !  thou  brave  old  man, 
Not  tho'  my  life  fhould  end  by  its  completion  ! 
Let  the  vain  fons  of  Italy  and  France 
Attempt,  by  mental  alchemy,  to  turn 
The  lead  of  falfhood  into  wiftiom's  gold, 
And  fink,  their  own  poor  bubbles,  in  the  trial .' 
It  is  the  glory  of  a  true  Caftilian 
To  fcorn  fuch  arts,  and  hold  his  word  once  given 
As  facred  as  the  fiat  of  a  God. 

GOVERNOR. 
There  fpoke  the  fpirit  of  Caftilian  honour. 

Brave 


A      TRAGEDY.  27 

Brave  youth  !  I  yet  will  love  thee  as  my  fon, 
Tho'  fate  forbid  fuch  union.— Let  us  hence, 
It  may  amufe  thy  generous  mind  to  fhew  thee 
The  precinds  of  our  caftle. 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 

Well  thou  warneft 

Thy  giddy  gueft  to  fly  a  dangerous  banquet, 
•    Where    his   warm    foul  drinks    poifon.  —  Matchlefs 

fair-one !        , 

J  muft  perforce  from  thy  enchanting  prefence 
Tear  my  reluctant  heart,  while  yet  I  can ; 
Before  the  firm  refolve  of  honour  melts 
In  that  full  blaze  of  frenzy-kindling  beauty. 
I  go  : — Still,  ere  I  quit  thefe  walls  for  ever, 
I  fhall  implore  one  parting  interview  j 
But  for  a  few  fhort  moments,  but  to  utter        » 
.  My  ardent  vows,  that  Heaven  may  make  thee  happy  ; 
And  to  entreat,  that  as  the  years  roll  on, 
And  bring  thee,  as  I  hope  they  will,  new  bleffings, 
Thou'lt  deign,  at  leaft  on  this  revolving  day, 
To  think  not  hardily  of  my  haplefs  paffion, 
And  give  one  figh  of  pity  to  Mendoza* 

[Exit,  with  the  Governor. 
MARCELLA, 
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MARCELLA. 

He's  gone,  ere  my  full  heart  allow'd  me  power 
To  frame  one  grateful  accent  to  the  man 
For  whom  alone  my  unconftrained  lips 
Could  utter  vows  of  genuine  tendernefs. 
Enchanting  youth  !— Doft  thou  implore  my  pity  ? 
Thou  canft  not  need  compaffion  :  love  and  joy 
Will,  as  thy  guardian  fpirits,  hover  round  thee. 
I  am  the  wretch,  whofe  lacerated  mind 
Cries  out  for  pity,  which  I  do  not  merit. 
Fool  that  I  was  !  by  a  reluctant  promife 
To  violate  the  heart's  prerogative  ? 
This  injur'd  fovereign  now  awakes  to  vengeance. 
And  I  deferve  thefe  tortures.— O  Lupercio ! 
Thou  wert  before  an  object,  from  whofe  touch 
My  confcious  frame  recoil'd. — What  art  thou  now  ? 
Thy  very  name  is  difcord  in  my  ear, 
That  agitates  my  wounded  brain  to  frenzy. 
And  fhall  I  wed  thee  ?  take  thee  to  my  bofom  ? 
An  afpic  fooncr  !  from  whofe  dearer  clafp 
My  miferies  might  hope  for  welcome  death  I 
Yet  how  efcape  thee,  and  maintain  at  once 
My  father's  honour  and  my  own  unfhaken  ? 
O  for  fome  kind  afliftant !  whofe  invention 

May 
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May  o'er  my  darken'd  thoughts  diffufe  one  glimpfe 
Of  cheering  light  ! — Here  comes  a  minifter 
Who  wants  not  will  to  ferve  me. 

Enter  Hernandez. 

HERNANDEZ. 

Hafte,  dear  lady  j 

Your  father  alks  a  moment's  parley  with  you 
In  private,  and  before  he  walks  abroad 
To  fhow  our  ramparts  to  a  noble  ftranger. 

MARCELLA. 

Canft  thou,  Hernandez,  banifh  from  thy  memory 
All  my  paft  anger,  and  exert  thy  powers 
To  gain  my  favor  by  one  fignal  fervice  ? 

HERNANDEZ. 
Afk  me  if  I  exift  ;  for  while  I  live, 
I  hold  my  life  devoted  to  your  pleafure. 

MARCELLA. 

IT!  put  thee  to  the  trial,  for  the  tafk 
Allows  not  e'en  a  moment  of  delay. 
Know  then,  I  foolifhly  have  given  Lupercio 
My  ring,  the  pledge  of  an  unguarded  prornife, 
Which  my  wrong'd  heart  forbids  me  to  fulfil. 
I  warn'd  him,  if  he  chanc'd  to  lofe  the  jewel, 
Our  compact  fhould  be  void.— If  thou'lt  devife 

Some 
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Some  lucky  artifice  to  lure  it  from  him, 
Thou  flialt  have  thrice  the  value  of  the  gem. 

HERNANDEZ. 

Wouldft  thou  elude  <hy  nuptials  with  Lupcrcio  ? 
The  bleft  intelligence  revives  my  foul  ! 

MARCELLA. 

He  is  the  hated  bar,  on  whofe  removal 
My  heart  might  enter  paradife,  and  follow 
The  dear  fuggeftions  of  unfetter'd  love. 

HERNANDEZ. 

Enough  !  thou  flialt  be  miftrefs  of  thyfelf. 
MARCELLA. 

Make  me  but  that My  father  calls but  that, 

And  I'll  reward  thee,  till  thyfelf  flialt  own 
My  gratitude  a  prodigal  in  bounty. 

Lofe  not  a  moment fet  me  free  to-night, 

And  thro'  my  every  hour  of  future  life 
I'll  blefs  thee  for,  the  fervice.  [Exit, 

HERNANDEZ. 

Then  to-night 

Shall  rid  thee  of  Lupercio. — Thou  flialt  feel, 
Sarcaftic  boy  !  I  am  a  dangerous  rival. 
I  know  in  what  lone  quarter  of  the  ramparts 

Nightly 
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Nightly  thou  walk'ft  in  amorous  contemplation, 
Murmuring  fantaftic  crotchets  to  the  moon : 
There  if  I  mifs  thee,  ftill  the  blended  fires 
Of  love  and  of  revenge  fhall  aid  my  fearch, 
And  guide  my  thirfty  poniard  to  thy  heart. 

End  of  ACT    I. 


ACT          II. 

SCENE     I. 

MARCELLA   (alone.) 
r  1^  H  E  night  is  paft,  but  the  all-cheering  morn 

Fails  to  difpel  the  darknefs  of  my  foul : 
My  reftlefs  heart  yet  beats  with  blended  throbs 
Of  anguifh  and  delight,  at  the  idea 
That  thefe  fond  eyes  may,  with  my  father's  leave, 
Gaze  once  again  upon  the  dear  Mendoza. 
O  might  they  in  our  parting  clofe  for  ever  !-— 
*Tis  ftrange  I  yet  hear  nothing  of  Hernandez. 
But  what  can  he  ? — I  was  indeed  an  idiot 
To  think  his  paltry  aid  could  terminate 
My  miferies  3  I  might  as  well  believe 

That 
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That  the  poor  current  of  a  fcanty  brook 
Might  quench  the  conflagration  of  the  globe. 

0  would  thofe  final  flames,  that  will  confumc 
This  gloomy  world,  this  ftage  of  wretchednefs, 
Were  kindling  now  !  for  my  deliver'd  foul, 
Efcaping  from  worfe  horrors,,  could  rejoice 

In  that  dread  fcene  of  fiery  defolation, 
And  think  it  blifs  to  perifh  with  Mendoza. 

MENDOZA    (entering.) 
tf  And  think  it  blifs  to  perifh  with  Mendoza  !" 
Extatic  founds  !  may  I  believe  my  fenfe  ! 
Have  I  fuch  tender  intereft  in  that  bofom  ? 

MARCELLA. 

*Tis  not  well  done,  my  lord,  thus  at  the  dawn 
To  fteal  upon  my  privacy,  and  rob 
A  wounded  fpirit  of  its  fole  fupport, 
The  fecrecy  of  woes  beyond  a  cure. 

MENDOZA. 
Pardon  the  impatient  fpeed  of  anxious  pafllon  J 

1  have  nor  reft,  nor  joy,  but  in  thy  prefence, 
And  haften'd  to  thee,  in  the  fad  belief, 

(A  burthen  which  my  heart  would  now  throw  off) 
That  this  dear  interview  muft  prove  the  laft. 
8 
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MARCELLA. 
The  laft  indeed  it  muft  be  ! 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 

-  If  thy  voice 

Can  fpeak  with  fuch  fweet  kindnefs  of  Mendoza, 
Thou  wilt  revoke  that  fentence  ;  and  what  power 
Shall  burft  the  hallow'd  ties  of  mutual  love, 
And  tear  our  wedded  fpirits  from  each  other  ? 

MARCELLA. 

The  ruler  of  thy  life,  imperious  Honour  ! 
Honour,  who  has  already  by  thy  voice 
Pronounc'd  the  firm  immutable  decree, 
That  this  ill-fated  hand  muft  not  be  thine* 

MENDOZA. 

Urge  not  againft  me  the  confus'd  decifion 
Of  ignorance  and  blind  miftaken  pride  ! 
When  I  confirm'd  thy  father  in  his  purpofe, 
I  knew  not,  that  to  keep  his  fatal  word 
He  muft  become  a  tyrant  to  thy  heart, 
And  violate  the  deareft  rights  of  nature, 
I  knew  not  that  Mendoza's  adrent  love 
Had  in  thy  bofom  rais'd  the  bleft  emotion 
Of  tender  fympathy. 

VOL.  VI.  D  MARCEIJLA. 
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O  that  my  heart 

Had  not  unwarily  betray'd  its  weaknefs  ! 
Then  might  a  juft  ingenuous  pride  have  taught  me 
To  bear  the  painful  fecret  to  my  grave. 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 

Unkindly  faid  !— If  fuch  cduld  be  thy  wifli, 
Thou  haft  not  lov'd  Mendoza. 

MARCELLA. 

Think  fo  ever ! 

I  have  not  lov'd  him  ;  duty,  faith,  forbid  it : 
I  am  affianc'd  to  a  generous  youth, 
Who  claims  the  full  dominion  of  my  heart ; 
Nor  (hall  Mendoza's  image  lurk  within  it, 
To  prove  the  a/Tallin  of  my  peace  and  honour. 

MENDOZA. 
\ 

0  lovely  haughtinefs  of  mind  !  this  conflict, 

This  agitation  of  thy  artlefs  bofom, 
Proves  the  enchanting  truth,  I  am  belov'd  : 

1  read  it  in  thofe  fweetly-fpeaking  eyes, 
Where  the  faint  fpark  of  anger  is  extinguifli'd 
In  melting  tendernefs.     While  thus  I  clafp  thee, 
Kind  fympathy  gives  to  thy  every  nerve 

Delicious 
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Delicious  foftnefs  j  and  thy  fwelling  heart 

Vibrates  in  unifon  with  mine,  to  form 

Th'  extatic  harmony  of  mutual  love.— 

Thou  weep'ft  ! — O  Heaven  !  I  feel  thefe  precious  drops 

Fall  on  my  wounded  breaft,  like  liquid  fire. 

O,  I  had  rather  draw  upon  my  head 

The  worft  of  human  ills,  thy  hate  and  fcorn  ! 

Rather  than  touch  thee  with  an  ill-ftarr'd  paffionj 

If  it  muft  prove  a  fource  of  forrow  to  thee, 

And  quench  the  radiance  of  thine  eyes  in  tears. 

MARCELLA. 

I  can  believe  thee,  for  thy  noble  foul 
Is  honour's  fandluary.— Then,  as  my  friend, 
Let  me  implore  the  firmnefs  of  thy  fpirit 
To  aid  the  treacherous  failing  of  my  own  f 
I  am  indeed  unpraftis'd  in  the  arts  j 

My  fex  is  fam'd  for  j  I  have  not  the  fkill 
To  hide  th'  emotions  of  a  feeling  heart : 
And  I  will  lay  it  open  to  thy  view. 
I  will  avow,  that  if  my  wayward  fortune 
Had  not  forbid  the  union  of  our  hands, 
I  would  have  met  the  ardour  of  thy  vows 
With  all  the  franknefs  of  fimplicity, 

D  2  Proud 
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Proud  of  its  pleafmg  lot.     I  would  have  pray'd 
For  undecaying  charms  to  keep  thy  love, 
Bleffing  the  God  who  form'd  us  for  each  other. 
But  fince  the  bar'     - 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 

There  is,  there  (hall  be  none  : 
We'll  urge  thy  heart's  unalienable  right 
To  be  the  fole  difpofer  of  thy  beauty. 

MARCELLA. 

O  ipeak  not  thus  ! — my  own  unbalanc'd  mind,, 
Whirl'd  in  the  eddies  of  tempeftuous  thought^ 
Already  has  been  hurried  much  too  far 
From  the  fafe  courfe  integrity  prefcribes. 
But  the  remembrance  of  thy  bright  example 
Shall  be  my  glorious  guide,  and  ftill  preferve  me-. 
Ho\v  nobly  haft  thou  faid,  thou  wouldft  not  urge* 
My  honour'd  father  to  revoke  his  promife, 
Not  if  thy  life  fhould  end  by  its  completion  ! 
Shalt  thou,  a  ftranger !  thus  againft  thyfelf 
Stand  forth  the  firm  afierter  of  his  honour, 
And  fhall  his  child  betray  it  ? 

ME  N  DOZA. 

Do  not  wound 
Thy  own  pure  fpirit  by  this  groundlefs  icruple  T 

MARCELLA. 
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MARCELLA. 

It  is  convi&ion,  founded  on  the  laws, 
Th'  unqueftionable  laws  of  faith  and  virtue. 
I  muft  for  ever  fly  thee,  or  difgrace 
My  father  and  myfelf.     And  fhall  I  heap 
Grief,  difappointment,  mifery,  and  fhame 
Upon  my  father's  head  ?     And  what  a  father  ! 
Rough  as  he  is  in  the  rude  fcene  of  arms, 
The  fterneft  foldier  of  his  time,  to  me 
The  awful  thunder  of  his  voice  has  foften'd 
E'en  to  the  tender  fweetnefs  of  a  lute. 
With  me  he  has  for  ever  thrown  afide 
All  the  afperities  of  harfh  command, 
And  difciplin'd  my  wayward  infancy 
With  all  the  mildnefs  of  a  mother's  love. 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 

O  might  I  aid  thee  in  thy  deareft  office, 
To  pay  him  back  thofe  long  and  large  arrears 
Of  tendernefs  and  care  ! — Yes  !  we  will  make  it 
The  inceiTant  ftudy  of  our  days  to  lighten 
Whatever  load  encroaching  age  lays  on  himj 
And  by  the  fweet  folicitude  extend 
The  limit  of  his  bleft  and  honour'd  life. 

D  3  MARCELLA. 
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MARCELLA. 

Could  it  be  fuch,  our  lot  indeed  were  happy } 
But  'tis  impoffible.     Should  I,  forgetting 
The  fandtity  of  promifes,  fhould  I 
Attempt  to  burft  the  fetters  that  involve  me, 
And  ftruggle  to  be  your's,  it  could  not  be  : 
Kind  as  he  is,  my  father's  firmer  fpirit 
In  points  of  honour  is  inflexible  ! 
Could  I  myfelf  defcend — and  wounded  pride 
Revolts  at  the  idea— could  I  ftoop 
To  beg,  that  he  would  countenance  my  falfhood, 
I  know  his  anfwer.— •*'  Wouldft  thou,"  he  would  cry, 
"  Make  me  an  object  of  the  world's  contempt  ? 
Shall  I  be  cenfur'd  as  a  fordid  wretch, 
Who,  having  given  my  daughter  to  a  friend, 
Cheated  his  hopes,  and  fold  her  venal  beauty 
To  the  rich  fplendor  of  Mendoza's  fortune  ?" 

M  E  N  DO  Z  A. 

Perifa  the  envious  fpirits,  who  could  harbour 
So  bafe  a  thought  of  him  who  gave  thee  being  ! 
But  fhou}d  he  be  reproach'd,  (as  pureft  virtue, 
And  the  beneficence  of  Heaven  itfelf, 
'Scapes  not  fuch  prophanation)  it  were  better, 
Tnan  to  behold  thy  peace  of  mind  deftroy'd, 
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And  "thy  foft  heart  corroded  by  the  {hackles, 
The  galling  (hackles  of  a  joylefs  marriage.-— 
Think  what  it  is  to  prefs  the  nuptial  couch, 
When,  for  the  rofes  Love  mould  fcatter  there, 
The  fiend  Antipathy  has  form'd  its  pillow 
Of  fharpeft  thorns,  that  lacerate  the  brain  ! 

MARCELLA. 

I  know  it  muft  be  agony  far  worfe 
Than  death's  fevereft  pang  :  the  thought  already 
Has  thrown  my  troubled  mind  from  off  its  balance, 
And  plung'd  me  in  diftra&ion. — Thou  art  cruel, 
To  fet  my  woes  thus  forcibly  before  me, 
And  aggravate  the  anguifh  of  my  fate. 

M  E  N  D  o  z,  A. 

Think  rather,  that  with  fond  anxiety 
I  warn  you  of  the  precipice  you  tread, 
And  pant  to  fave  you  trembling  on  its  brink. 

MARCELLA. 

I  pray  you  leave  me,  for  your  dangerous  aid' 
Can  but  encreafe  the  horrors  of  my  fall, 
O  leave  me,  I  conjure  you  ! 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 

Once  allure  me, 
You  will  endeavour  to  draw  back  your  hand 

D  4  From 
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From  this  abhorr'd  alliance,  I  will  reft 

On  the  faint  hope  which  may  arife  from  thence. 

MARCELLA. 

Whatever  I  can  do,  and  not  deftroy 
My  father's  peace  and  honour,  fhall  be  done  : 
For  O,  'tis  certain,  rather  than  be  dragg'd 
The  victim  of  Lupercio's  nuptial  triumph, 
My  heart  would  chufe  to  languifh  life  away 
In  the  lone  walls  of  fome  fequefter'd  eel), 
Where  not  one  pleafing  found  couid  footh  my  fuffering, 
Save  when  I  clos'd  fome  melancholy  prayer 
With  the  dear  ecjio  of  Mendoza's  name. 

ME  ND  o  z  A. 

Enchanting  foftnefs  !  thou  {halt  yet  be  mine, 
And  thefe  heart-rending  fighs  fhall  turn  to  rapture. 

MARCELLA. 
I  hear  my  father's  ftep  j  depart,  I  pray  thee ! 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 

By  Heaven,  my  feet  feem  rooted  to  this  fpot, 
And  have  not  power  to  bear  me  from  thy  prefence  ! 
Enter  the   Governor. 

GOVERNOR. 

Ah,  my  young  friend  !  youth  wants  a  monitor 
To  bid  it  mark  the  rapid  flight  of  time. 

Is 
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Is  this  your  momentary  interview  ? 

Come !  force  me  not  to  play  the  tefty  father, 

And  chicle  you  from  my  roof ! 

M  C  N  D  O  Z  A. 

O  pardon  me, 

I  will  but  Teal  one  vow  of  tender  friendfhip 
On  this  fair  hand,  and  inftantly  attend  you. — 
Farewell  ! — Thou  art  the  lovelieft  work  of  Heaven, 
And  may  its  pureft  fpirits  be  thy  guard  ! 

[Exit,  with  the  Governor. 

M  A  R  C  E  L  L  A. 

Torn  from  me  !  banifh'd  from  my  view  for  ever  ! 
O,  mall  thefe  wretched  eyes  behold  no  more 
The  darling  of  their  fight  ?  and  as  each  morn 
Of  hated  life  returns,  mail  they  be  forc'd 
To  gaze  upon  the  obje6l  that  they  loath  ? 
Sure  all  the  fubtleft  of  the  infernal  fiends 
Are  leagu'd  to  curfe  me  with  their  keeneft  tortures. 
Ah,  fenfelefs  wretch !  my  folly  is  the  fiend 
From  whom  this  mifery  fprings  :  'twas  I,  'twas  I, 
Slave  that  I  was  !  who  faften'd  on  myfelf 
This  iron  bondage  that  corrodes  my  foul. 
HERNANDEZ  (entering.) 
Lament  its  weight  no  more  !  thy  chain  is  broken. 

Receive 
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Receive  the  fymbol  of  thy  liberty !  [Delivering  the  ring. 

MARCELLA. 

It  is  my  ring  !  my  gladden'd  eyes  acknowledge 
Its  bright  aflurance  of  recove'r'd  free'dom  ! — 
Fly,  flop  Mendoza  .'—Stay  !  yet  tell  me  firft 
How  thou  haft  profper'd,  thou  excelling  fervant !  — 
Thou  fhalt  have  great  rewards,  great  as  my  joy  !•— 
How  did  the  fond  Lupercio  yield  my  pledge  ? 
Hafte  !  tell  me  all — I  muft  prepare  myfelf 
To  meet  htm  foon,  complaining  of  his  lofs. 

HERNANDEZ. 
Be  fatisfied  ! — He  can  no  more  complain. 

MARCELLA. 
What  doft  thou  mean  by  that  myfterious  accent  ? 

HERNANDEZ. 
His  hated  voice  fhall  ne'er  be  heard  again. 

MARCELLA. 

Thou  haft  not  murder'd  him  ! — By  Heaven  thou  haft  j 
I  read  it  in  thy  dark  and  troubled  vifage. 

HERNANDEZ. 
I  have  indeed  been  bloody  for  thy  fake. 

MARCELLA. 

Is  he  then  butcher'd  by  thy  favage  hand  ? 
Unhappy  youth  !  thy  pale  and  gory  fpeclre 

5  Will 


\ 
A      TRAGEDY.  4,3 

Will  glare  for  ever  in  my  fight,  ana1  banifh 
All  hopes  of  quiet  from  my  foul  for  ever. — 
Wretch  !  thou  haft  funk  me  in  the  deepeft  gulph 
Of  horror  and  perdition. 

HERNANDEZ. 

Come,  be  chear'd  ! 

I  have  deliver'd  thee  from  him,  whofe  being 
Was  torture  to  thy  heart. — Lupercio's  dead  j 
And  by  my  caution  it  muft  be  fuppos'd 
The  nightly  robbers,  who  infeft  our  city, 
Have  thus  reveng'd  his  vigilance  againft  them. 

MARCELLA. 

Is  this  the  recompence  of  all  thy  merit, 
Brave,  gen'rous,  frank  Lupercio? — Tho'  my  heart 
Recoil'd  perverfely  from  thy  love,  it  feels, 
With  cold  convulfive  pangs  of  vain  regret, 
It  feels  thy  worth,  thy  ill-requited  virtues, 
And  all  the  horrors  of  thy  barb'rous  fate, 

HERNANDEZ. 

Reflect  thou  only  from  what  hated  fcenes 
Of  hopelefs  pain  my  daring  hand  has  fav'd  thee  ! 
Think  what  .thou  ow'ft  to  me,  who  for  thy  fake 
Have  put  in  hazard  my  immortal  foul !  , 

MARCELLA* 


44  M  A   R   C   E   L   L   A: 

M  A  R  C  ELL  A. 

Ill-fated  wretch  !  thou  alfo  haft  my  pity. 
'Twas  my  bafe  conduct,  blinded  as  I  was, 
That  plung'd  thee  in  this  guilt. — But  hafte!  be  gone  ! 
Fly  !  while  thou  canft,  where  juftice  may  not  find  thee. 
Fly  to  fome  diftant  climate  ;  and  endeavour, 
'  By  penitence,  to  make  thy  peace  with  Heaven  ! 
Go  where  thou  wilt,  my  bounty  fhall  attend  thee, 
And  aid  thee  with  fuch  lavifh  fums  of  gold, 
As  may  enable  thee,  by  thofe  good  deeds 
Which  charity  delights  in,  beft  to  cancel 
Or  counterpoife  the  evil  of  thy  crime. 

HERNANDEZ. 

What !  canft  thou  vainly  think,  that  in  thy  fervicc 
I've  dy'd  my  unftain'd  hand  in  guiltlefs  blood 
For  gold  !  the  needy  robber's  paltry  prey  ? 

MARCELLA. 
What  was  thy  aim  ?— thy  frantic  eyes  affright  me  ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

Here  is  the  nobler  recompence  I  claim, 
Thy  beauty  !  rich  in  medicinal  balm 
To  heal  th'  envenom'd  anguifh  of  remorfe. 
Come  to  my  breaft  !  and  with  thy  melting  charms 

4  Drown 
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Drown  all  the  keeneft  pangs,  that  guilt  can  waken, 
In  extacy  more  poignant  ! 

MARCELLA. 

Slave  !  unhand  me !— • 

Away  ! — remember,  rafh,  prefumptuous  villain, 
The  diftance  of  thy  ftation  ! 

HERNANDEZ, 

Idle  pride  ! 

Silence  its  frivolous  and  falfe  fuggeftion  ! 
The  hours  juftpaft  have  plac'd  us  on  a  level, 
Thou  haft  no  title  now,  but  Murderefs. 
We  are  confederates  in  guilt  and  blood  : 
Blood  is  the  cement  of  our  equal  union* 

MARCELLA. 
Thou  dar'ft  not  fay  it. 

HERNANDEZ. 

Dive  into  thy  bofom ! 

Afk  thy  own  heart ! — Didft  thou  not  wifh  his  death  ? 
Aye  !  had  thy  flaming  eyes,  like  bafililks, 
Been  arm'd  with  fudden  power  to  ftrike  him  dead, 
Their  ftroke  had  far  outftripp'd  my  tardy  dagger. 
Thou  couldft  not  think  thy  lover  ivould  refign 
The  gem>  thou  bad'ft  me  pilfer,  but  with  life. 

MARCELLA. 

No  !  witnefs  Heaven  !  I  thought  not  of  his  death.— 

Yet 
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Yet  thou  haft' rent  a  veil  of  fatal  paflion, 
That  hid  my  own  foul  from  me  j  and  I  fee 
The  ftains  of  mifery  and  guilt  are  on  it. 
I  am  indeed  the  fource,  the  wretched  fource 
Of  all  this  fcene  of  horror  :  'tis  to  me* 
To  me,  thou  ill-ftarr'd  minifter  of  mifchief* 
Thou  ow'ft  the  burden  of  this  bloody  deed, 
Which  cries  to  angry  Heaven  for  retribution.— 
Now,  I  conjure  thee,  raife  again  thy  arm  ! 
Plunge  thy  yet-reeking  poniard  in  my  heart, 
And  by  this  juftice  expiate  our  crimes  ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

Away  with  vain  remorfe  ! — Come  !  let  me  fteep 
Thy  troubled  fenfes  in  thofe  foft  delights, 
That  fweetly  fteal  from  the  enchanted  foul 
All  memory  of  pain  ! 

MARCELLA. 

Delight  from  thee  ? 
HERNANDEZ. 

I  find,  contemptuous  fair-one  !  I  am  not 
Thy  fav'rite  I  •  No  !  thy  nice  faftidious  eye 
Delights  in  daintier  .forms.    My  jealous  paflion 
Has  caught  thy  bofom's  fecret. — Yet  be  grateful, 
Be  wife  !  and  I  will  make  thee  foon  the  bride 
Of  thy  belov'd  Mendoza. 
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MARCELLA, 

Canft  thou  mean  it  ? 
HERNANDEZ. 

Yes  !  with  this  fine-form'd  heir  of  wealth  and  grandeur, 
Soon  fha~lt  thou  fhine  in  all  that  blaze  of  fortune 
Which  fiats  thy  towering  fpirit,  if  thy  beauties 
Will  pay  their  debt  of  gratitude  to  me, 
And  with  thofe fweet delights,  that ftealth makes  fweeter., 
Reward  the  fecret  author  of  thy  greatnefs, 

MARCELLA. 

What !  be  the  wife  of  Honour's  nobleft  fon, 
And  live  the  fervile  ftrumpet  of  my  vafTal  ! — 
Prefumptuous  villainy  '-—Unhand  me,  ruffian 

HERNANDEZ. 

Nay  !  ftruggle  not ! — I  have  thee  in  my  toils, 
And  my  keen  love  fliall  feaft  upon  its  victim, 
O'ertaken  with  fuch  hazard. — Come  !  be  gentler  ! 

MARCELLA. 
Never  !  O  never  ! 

HERNANDEZ. 
Muft  I  owe  to  force 

The  joy  thy  pitying  gratitude  fhould  give  ? 
The  joy  for  which  my  ardent  foul  has  thirfted, 
E'en  to  its  own  perdition  ? 

MARCELLA. 
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MARCELLA. 

Hence  !  away  ! — 

Releafe  my  hand,  or  my  diftra&ed  cries 
Shall  bring  my  injur'd  father  to  my  aid. 

HERNANDEZ. 

And  dar'ft  thou  threaten  me,  ungrateful  girl  ? 
But  it  (hall  not  avail  thee. — Hear,  and  tremble 
At  the  fuperior  threat  thou  mak'ft  me  utter  ! — 
Thou  fee'ft,  by  all  the  bloody  bufmefs  paft,  - 
I  hold  my  life  as  nothing :  if  thou  ftill 
Deny'ft  me,  what  I  have  fo  dearly  purchas'd, 
J  will,  before  our  magiftrates  I  will 
Avow  the  murder,  charge  upon  thy  head 
The  black  defign,  and  add,  I  have  receiv'd 
Thy  virgin  treafure  as  my  fettled  hire; 
But  that  remorfe  has  drawn  the  fecret  from  me. — 
Now  learn  to  threaten,  girl  ! — Now  take  thy  choice  I 
Shame  !  public  fhame,  with  tortures  and  with  death, 
Or  the  fafe  fweets  of  privacy  and  joy  ! 

'M  A  R  c  E  L  L  A. 
Amazement  !  thy  ferocity  in  guilt 
O'erwhelms  my  faculties. — Yet  hear  me,  Heaven  ! 
To  thee,  altho'  offended  by  my  falfhood, 
To  thee  I  kneel :  O  punilh  my  offences 

By 
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By  any  pangs  thy  juftice  may  ordain, 

But  fave  !  O  fave  me  from  this  daring  wretch ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

Thy  prayer's  too  late,  fmce  thou  haft  render'd  me 
The  wretch  I  am  :  thy  paffions  made  me  guilty, 
And  thou  fhalt  yield  me  that  reward  of  guilt 
For  which  I  burn  in  every  vein  to  madnefs  ! — 
Come,  my  reluctant  fair-one  ! 

MARCELLA. 

No  !  by  Heaven ! 

Fulfil  thy  horrid,  thy  inhuman  threats  ! 
Add  perjury  to  murder  !  and  devote  me 
To  infamy  and  death  ! — I  will  embrace  them, 
Rather  than  yield  to  thy  abhorr'd  fuggeftion, 
And  in  that  fellowmip  debafe  my  foul. 

HERNANDEZ. 
Is  there  f«ch  firmnefs  in  the  heart  of  woman  ? 

Then  artifice  aflift  me  !  (Afide.) Matchlefs  virtue ! 

E'en  in  this  frenzy  of  my  tortur'd  fpirit 
I  feel  thy  awful  power  ! — Thy  purity 
Irradiates  the  dark  chaos  of  my  mind, 
And  all  the  warring  fires  of  lawlefs  paflion 
Turn  at  thy  voice  to  penitential  tears  !— ~ 
I  kneel  to  thee  for  pardon. 
VOL.  VI.  E  MARCELLA. 
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M.A  R  C  E  L  L  A. 

Bend  to  Heaven ! 

'Tis  Heaven  who  ftrikes  thee,  to  reclaim  thy  foul, 
With  juft  compunction. 

HERNANDEZ. 

Thou  benignant  angel ! 
On  thee  depends  my  fafety  or  perdition  ; 
Treat  me  with  foothing  pity  and  forgivenefs, 
And  I  may  yet  atone  for  all  my  crimes, 
The  fatal  offspring  of  diftracfted  paflion ! 

MARCELLA. 
Thou  haft  my  pity. 

HERNANDEZ. 

I  will  afk  no  more ; 

I  will  not  wound  thy  dignity,  by  wifhing 
What  madnefs  only  led  my  heart  to  figh  for. 
No !  fair  Perfection  !  live  thou  many  years 
In  the  chafte  blifs  of  honourable  love! 
While  I,  the  victim  of  a  frantic  fondnefs, 
In  fome  wild  defert  hide  my  loath'd  exiftence, 
Mourn  my  paft  guilt,  and  hope  the  pitying  vows 
Of  innocence  like  thine,  may  draw  from  Heaven 
A  full,  tho'  late  forgivwiefs  of  my  crimes. 

MARCELLA, 
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M  A  R  C  E  L  L  A. 

Unhappy  fervant !  in  my  prayers  for  mercy 
Tfcou  ne'er  fhalt  be  forgotten. 

HERNANDEZ. 

'Tis  my  purpofe 

To  fly  from  hence  before  to-morrow's  dawn : 
But  wherefore  ?  I  nor  wifh,  nor  merit  life. — 
Hafte  to  thy  injur'd  father  !  let  him  know 
The  wretch  he  harbours  !  and  for  all  my  guilt 
Let  public  juftice  make  her  full  atonement ! 

MARCELLA. 

Poor  frantic  criminal  !  yet  hope  in  Heaven  ? 
I,  who  have  blindly  led  thee  into  crimes, 
Will  not  accelerate  thy  punifhment. 
Seek  fome  religious  cell,  and  meditate 
On  the  infinitude  of  heavenly  mercy  ! 

HERNANDEZ. 
I  fee,  I  feel  it  in  thy  foothing  pity  ! 

MARCELLA. 

Here  meet  me  once  again,  fome  two  hours  hence  j 
I  will  fupply  thee  with  fuch  gold  or  jewels 
As  may  give  comfort  to  thy  lengthen'd  days. 

HERNANDEZ. 
Thou  art  too  good,  too  tender  to  a  villain, 

E  2  Who 
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Who  has  deferv'd  thy  hatred  and  thy  fcorn. — 
Still  let  me  ftrive  to  (hew  I  have  a  heart 
That  knows  to  value  what  it  cannot  merit. 
I  will  not  meet  thee.    We'll  converfe  no  more, 
Left  when  my  flight  is  known,  fome  dark  fufpicion 
Fall  on  thy  innocence. — At  evening's  clofe 
Leave  thou  the  gift,  thy  charity  intends, 
In  the  lone  tower,  that  flanks  the  garden  wall. 
At  midnight  I  will  take  thy  bounty  thence, 
Andj  praying  for  thy  peace,  depart  for  ever. 

MARCELLA. 

J  thank  thy  generous  caution  j  nor  will  fail 
To  bring  thee  liberal  aid  :  for  ftill,  I  truft, 
'Tis  Heaven's  intent,  for  all  thy  earlier  virtues, 
By  years  of  calm  fequefter'd  penitence 
To  purify  thy  foul,  and  feal  thy  pardon. 
Cherifh  that  thought !  and  Mercy  be  thy  guard  ! 

[Exit. 
HERNANDEZ  (alone.) 

'Tis  well — Proud  Beauty  !  I  am  now  thy  mafter  : 
Thy  haughty  fpirit,  that  no  threats  could  tame, 
Sinks  unfufpeding  in  the  fmooth  deception 
That  artifice  has  fpread.— In  that  lone  tower, 
Where  the  coy  clamours  of  a  feign'd  averfion 
Will  only  prove  a  prduds  to  my  joy, 

I'll 
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I'll  lurk  to  feize  thy  charms.  —  Now  haften,  Night  ! 
Thy  kind  companions,  Solitude  and  Darkncfs, 
Shall  o'er  this  froward  fair-one  aid  my  triumph, 
And  fate  infulted  love  with  fweet  revenge. 

End  of  ACT     II. 


ACT         III. 
SCENE     I. 

HERNANDEZ  (alone.} 
TTICTORIOUS  paflion!  thou  at  length  haft 

gain'd 

The  prize,  that  long  has  kindled  in  my  foul 
Such  wild  tumultuous  hopes  and  madding  wifhes  ! 
Thy  fecret  joys  are  fafe.  —  Spite  of  the  frenzy, 
Rais'd  by  her  wounded  pride  and  vain  refiftance, 
This  coy  one,  ftifling  her  vindictive  rage, 
Moft  wifely  hides  the  myfteries  of  the  night  ; 
And  from  her  filence  in  this  hafty  marriage, 
My  triumph  is  complete  :  Ihe  now  will  grow 

E  3  The 
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The  willing  vaflal  of  my  private  pleafurc. 

But  hark  !  I  hear  the  doating  bridegroom's  voice : 
He  moves  this  way. — I  would  not  he  fhould  caft 
His  keen  eyes  on  me,  till  my  harrafs'd  fpirit 
Regain  its  wonted  firmnefs. — I'll  avoid  him.     [Exit. 
Enter  the  Governor  and  Mendoza. 

GOVERNOR. 

Indeed,  my  fon,  I've  yielded  much  too  far 
To  the  fond  aeal  of  your  intemperate  love. 
How  will  the  world  upbraid  me,  for  allowing 
Your  hurried  nuptials,  in  this  ill-ftarr'd  hour 
Of  doubtful  horrors,  your  unhappy  bride 
Or  drown'd  in  tears,  or  almoft  craz'd  with  terror  ? 
And  the  brave  youth,  her  late  affianc'd  lord, 
My  poor  ill-fated  friend,  welt'ring  in  blood, 
From  the  bafe  wounds  of  undetected  murder  ! 

MENDOZA. 

My  honour 'd  father,  thou  haft  only  done 
What  tendernefs  and  duty  both  enjoin'd. 

X 

Her  generous  wifh  to  be  my  wedded  love, 
Her  virtuous  dread  that  honour  might  forbid  it, 
And  the  dire  fate  of  that  lamented  youth, 
Whom  £he  both  loath'd  and  pitied,  all  combin'd, 
Had  cruelly  depriv'd  her  troubled  fenfes 

Of 
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Of  reafon's  fovereign  guidance  ;  ftill  on  me 
The  lovely  maniac  rav'd  ;  implor'd  my  aid 
To  fare  her  from  Lupercio's  nuptial  claim, 
And  chafe  the  gory  phantom  from  her  fight, 
Which  frenzy  rais'd  before  it :  —what  reraain'd, 
But  for  Mendoza,  urg'd  by  love  and  pity, 
To  take  the  dear  diftreft  one  to  his  bofom, 
Bear  her  from  hence,  and  in  more  tranquil  fcenes 
Heal  her  diftempcr'd  mind,  and  fondly  cherifh 
The  gentle  fufferer  into  peace  and  joy  ? 

GOVERNOR. 

Heaven  blefs  the  generous  fervor  of  thy  fondnefs, 
Thou  noble-minded  youth  ! — I  had  not  power 
To  thwart  thy  wifh,  tho'  my  paternal  heart, 
Trembling  in  its  completion,  -ftill  endures 
Painful  viciffitudes  of  hope  and  fear. 
M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 

poubt  not,  my  father,  lenient  time  and  love, 
That  mutual  love  which  confecrates  our  union, 
Will  from  the  harrafs'd  fpirit  of  thy  daughter 
Remove  this  load  of  complicated  anguilh, 
And  make  us  foon  the  happieft  pair  that  ever 
Reach'd  the  pure  fummit  of  connubial  blifs. 

E  4  GOVERNOR. 


56  MARCEL. LA: 

GOVERNOR. 

I  know  {he  loves  thee  to  a  fond  excefs ; 
Her  foul  was  form'd  for  love  :  and  thou  art  bleft, 
Mofl  richly  bleft,  with  all  that  can  enchant 
The  eye  or  heart  of  woman  : — on  this  ground 
I  build  my  ftrongeft  hope.    Yet  O,  my  fon, 
Weak  as  fhe  is,  her  fenfes  fcarce  reftor'd, 
How  can  I  yield  this  darling  from  my  fight, 
E'en  to  a  guard  fo  tender  ? 

M  E  N  D  O  Z  A. 

Speak  your  pleafure  ! 

If  'tis  your  wifh,  we  will  remain  your  guefts. 
But  change  of  place  will  foothe  the  harrafs'd  mind 
Of  our  fweet  fufferer.    She  fhould  quit  this  fcene, 
While,  in  avenging  the  brave  murder'd  youth. 
You  nobly  pay  your  great  and  awful  debt 
To  private  friendfhip  and  to  public  juiHce. 

GOVERNOR. 

I  have  no  doubts  on  that  atrocious  deed. — 
.My  poor  loft  friend's  incautious  ardent  fpirit 
Had  fatally  provok'd  fome  defperate  villains 
Who  lurk  within  our  city  :  the  bafe  wretches    - 
Have  thus  reveng'd  a  menace,  which  Lupercio 
Pronounc'd  againft  their  chief  j — but  by  rny  orders 

We 
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We  foon  fhall  fee  the  bloody  flaves  fecur'd. 
A  care  ftill  heavier  prefles  on  my  heart, 
My  poor  perturbed -child  ! — My  anxious  love 
Wavers  in  painful  doubt,  nor  can  refolve 
To  fpeed  her  hence,  or  to  detain  her  here. 

M  £  N  D  o  z  A. 

Submit  it  to  her  choice  ! — Soon  as  the  priefr. 
Ended  our  hafty  and  affe&ing  marriage, 
-You  know  flie  begg'd  permiffion  to  retire,  ' 
To  gain  by  folitude  reviving  ftrength, 
And  ftill  thofe  throbs  of  lovely  agitation, 
Which  in  the  folemn  rite  fubdu'd  her  foftnefs. 
Go  to  her  chamber,  your  paternal  care 
May  beft  explore  her  wimes  :  let  them  be 
Our  guides  in  every  ftep  ! — For  me,  I  hold 
.My  fortune  and  my  life  but  minifters 
Bound  to  fulfil  our  dearefl  mutual  hope, 
And  make  the  blifs  of  your  angelic  daughter 
As  perfect  as  her  beauty. 

GOVERNOR. 

Noble  youth  ! 

A  father's  tears  muft  thank  thee.— I  will  follow 
Thy  generous  counfel,  and  return  to  blefs  thee.    [Exit. 

MENDOZ  A. 
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ME  NDO  z  A. 

How  mighty  is  thy  power,  Parental  Love  { 
The  hardy  fmews  of  this  gallant  veteran, 
Proof  'gainft  the  weight  of  war's  fevereft  toils, 
Yield  to  thy  prefliire. — That  undaunted  firmnefs, 
Which  peril  could  not  fhake,  is  turn'd  by  thee 
To  wavering  fear  and  fond  irrefolution. 
Enter  Lopez. 

LOPEZ. 

My  honour'd  lord,  forgive  me,  if  my  zeal 
Urge  me  to  trouble  you  with  painful  truths  ! 

ME  NDO  z  A. 

What  wouldfl  thou,  Lopez  ? — Hence  with  idle  preface. 
And  fpeak  thy  meaning  boldly ! 
LOPEZ. 

'Tis  my  duty 

That  forces  from  my  lips,  at  fuch  a  feafon, 
What  I'muft  grieve  to  fpeak,  and  you  to  hear. 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 

Well,  thou  haft  credit  for  thy  good  intention, 
Spare  thy  apologies,  and  tell  thy  tale  ! 

LOPEZ. 

'Tis  thus,  my  Ford— but  promife  me  your  pardon — 

MENDOZA. 
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M  E  N  D  O  Z  A. 

I'll  pardon  any  thing  but  thy  fufpenfe. 

L   O  P  E  Z. 

Know  then,  the  fteward  of  this  houfe,  Hernandez, 
Has  been  obferv'd  to  throw  his  daring  arms 
With  fuch  licentious  freedom  round  your  bride, 
As  honour  cannot  brook. 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 

Good  fimple  fellow  ! 

Is  this  thy  wondrous  tale  ?  thy  painful  truth  ? 
What !  art  thou  yet  to  learn,  that  ancient  fervants 
Are  amply  privileged  on  days  like  this  ? 
The  man  who  bore  the  infant  in  his  arms 
May  kifs  the  ripen'd  bride  without  a  crime, 
And  the  quick  eye  of  jealoufy  itfelf 
Shall  wink  at  his  prcfumption. — Get  thee  gone  ! 

L  o  P  E  z. 

He  boafts  he  will  attend  you  to  Madrid  j 
Says  he  is  fix'd  for  life  my  lady's  ufher, 
Defying  e'en  her  hufband  to  difplace  him. 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 

I  will  not  quarrel  with  his  honeft  pride, 
Inebriate  with  joy  ; — yet  as  the  world 
Is  prone  to  cenfure,  'twill  perhaps  be  prudent 

To 
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To  ftrike  this  boafting  vaiTal  from  our  train  : 
But  that  hereafter. — Hence  !  my  father  comes — 
Yet,  Lopez,  ftay — one  word  with  thee  alone. 

[Exit  with  Lopez.- 
Enter   the  Governor   and  Marcella. 

MARCELLA. 

Think  not,  thou  kindeft  parent  that  e'er  drew 
From  the  fond  eyes  of  a  protected  child 
The  tears  of  filial  gratitude,  think  not 
Thy  daughter  thanklefs  for  thy  guardian  care 
From  her  impatient  hafte  to  quit  thy  manfion  ! 

GOVERNOR. 

No  !  my  fweet  child  !  I  know  thy  heart  too  well 
To  doubt  its  tendernefs.  ,  Truft  me,  thy  father, 
Much  as  he  joys  to  have  thee  in  his  fight, 
Feels  in  thefe  moments  all  the  forceful  reafons 
That  urge  thy  quick  departure, ' 

MARCELLA. 

Then  farewell 

To  this  paternal  roof  !    Ye  walls,  that  echoed 
With  the  gay  mufic  of  my  infant  fongs, 
Farewell !    If  aught  of  evil  hover  o'er  ye, 
May  it  depart  with  me  !  depart  for  ever  ! 

Safety 
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Safety  and  honour,  pure  celeftial  guards, 

Watch  o'er  this  dome  !  and  blefs  its  dear  poflefibr  !  — 

Hear  this  my  parting  prayer,  indulgent  Heaven  ! 

Whate'er  thy  pleafure  may  ordain  for  me, 

Here  or  hereafter,  grant,  O  grant  me  this, 

To  die  before  my  father  can  have  caufe 

To  wifh  he  were  not  author  of  my  being  ! 

GOVERNOR. 

Live  but  till  then,  and  thou  muft  be  immortal  I—- 
Rife, my  kind  daughter  ! — Thou  wilt  ever  prove 
My  age's  darling  ;  dearer  to  thy  father 
Than  life  or  glory.    Heaven,  I  truft,  for  thee 
Has  years  in  ftore  of  ftill  encreafmg  joy. 

MARCELLA. 

Ahs  !  my  father,  doft  thou  not  perceive 
The  poor  Lupercio  whifpering  from  his  fliroud 
How  fhort  and  how  precarious  mortal'  being  ? 
If  foon  thou  chance  to  hear  thy  child  is  dead, 
And  his  fhade  tells  me  thou  wilt  hear  it  foon, 
I  pray  thee  let  not  an  intemperate  grief 
Bend  to  the  earth  thy  venerable  age. 
Yet  O  forget  me  not !  with  tender  forrow 
Give  thy  pure  prayers  to  my  departed  foul  T 

GOVERNOR. 
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GOVERNOR. 

Rife,  rife,  my  child  ! — Let  not  thefe  gloomy  fancies 
O'ercloud  thy  chearful  fpirit  !  raife  thine  eyes 
To  all  the  radiant  paths  of  varied  pleafure 
That  open  now  before  thee  ! — See  thy  lord, 
The  bright  conductor  of  thy  future  fteps, 
Comes,  like  the  fun  new-rifen,  to  difperfe 
Thefe  noxious  vapours  from  thy  darken'd  mind, 
And  give  thy  charms  new  luftre  ! 

Ettfer  Mendoza. 

GOVERNOR. 

Dear  Mendoza, 

We  will  from  hence  to-day  :  I  will  myfelf 
Play  the  young  foldier,  and  efcort  your  bride 
Acrofs  this  province. 

MENDOZA. 

Bleft  the  travellers, 
Whofe  road  is  fhorten'd  by  fo  dear  a  guide  ! 

GOVERNOR. 

Raife  thou  that  drooping  lily,  while  I  go 
And  iflue  orders  for  our  quick  departure.  [Exit. 

'MENDOZA. 

Come  to  my  arms,  thou  fweet  feraphic  being  ! 
Come,  and  preflde  o'er  all  my  future  life, 

As 
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As  a  benignant  angel,  by  whofe  guidance 
I  wifh  to  regulate  my  every  thought ! — 
Blefs  that  kind  tear  !  it  is  the  fweet  reply 
Of  tendernefs  too  delicate  for  language. — 
Yet  fpeak,  Marcella — my  delighted  ear 
Doats  on  the  mufic  of  thy  foothing  voice. 

MARCELLA. 

O  had  I  but  the  power  to  make  thee  happy  ! 
Were  it  but  poffible,  thy  life  fhould  prove 
Unclouded,  as  thy  virtues  and  thy  love  ! 

M  E  NDO  z  A. 

In  thee  I've  every  blefHng  man  can  wifli. 
My  confcious  pride,  exulting  in  thy  love, 
Boldly  defies  the  wantonnefs  of  fancy 
To  figure  joys  above  th'  unchequer'd  blifs 
Which  my  full  heart  has  found  in  thy  perfection. 
Be  thou  as  happy  as  thou  mak'ft  Mendoza, 
And  we  fhall  live  the  envy  of  the  world. — 
Why  gufh  thefe  tears  ?  Why  heaves  thy  lab 'ring  bofom : 
Why  roves  thy  troubled  eye  around  the  chamber, 
Seeming  to  parley  with  the  fenfelefs  walls ;?" — 
My  tender  fair-one  !    I  perceive  thy  thoughts  : 
This  is  the  fond  adieu  which  thy  (oft  fpirit 
ExprefTes  to  this  dear  paternal  manfion. 

9  Be 
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Be  chear'd  !  thou  foon  fhalt  vifit  it  again, 
When  its  glad  gates  fhall  leap  at  thy  approach, 
And  ev'ry  echoing  ftone  repeat  thy  welcome. — 
Still  penfive  ! — Come,  fweet  partner  of  my  life  ! 
Prepare  we  for  our  travels — Have  your  women 
Receiv'd  their  orders  ?     Pray,  ere  we  depart, 
Inform  Hernandez  we  will  not  deprive 
His  generous  mafter  of  fo  tried  a  fervant ! 
Tell  him  he  muft  not  quit  his  poft. 
MARCELLA. 

I  dare  not, 

M  £  N  D  O  Z  A. 

How  !  dare  not,  didft  thou  fay  ?  What !  dare  not  utter 
A  juft  direction  to  an  ancient  vafial  ? 

MARCELLA. 
He  is  the  mafter  of  a  fatal  fecret, 
I  dare  not  drive  him  to  reveal. 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 

A  fecret  ! 

Haft  thou  a  fecret  thou  canft  wim  to  hide 
From  the  for.d  eye  of  all-forgiving  love  ? 

MARCELLA. 

I  have  : — for  thce,  thou  darling  of  my  foul, 
And  for  my  father's  peace,  I  ftrongly  wifli'd 

To 
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To  bear  it  with  me  to  an  early  grave, 
And  hide  its  painful  horrors  in  the  fhade 
Of  haften'd  death  :— but,  like  the  inbred  fire, 
That  burns  its  paffage  thro'  the  groaning  earth, 
Struggling,  it  burfts  from  my  convulfive  bofom, 
And  all  the  blazing  ruin  rufhes  on  thee. 

M  E  N  D  O  Z  A. 

Amazement  ! — Thou  haft  petrified  my  heart : 
Yet  fpeak  !  whatever  wretched nefs  awaits  me, 
I  wim  to  hear  it  from  no  lips  but  thine. 

MARCELLA. 

Thou  generous  object  of  my  fatal  love  !— - 
WVetch  as  I  am,  how  fhall  I  bear  the  pangs, 
The  keener  pangs,  Pm  deftin'd  to  inflict 
On  the  pure  heart  I  wifli'd  to  make  moft  happy  ? 
Ill-ftarr'd  Mendoza  !  dear,  deluded  youth  ! 
Thou  fondly  think'ft  thou'ft  taken  to  thy  bofom 
A  fpotlefs  form  of  purity  and  truth  ; 
But  oh  !  'tis  ftain'd  by  complicated  crimes, 
Too  horrible  for  utterance  ! 

MENDOZA. 

Can  it  be  ? 

Who  but  thyfelf  ftiould  call  thee  bafe,  and  live  ? 
Thou  canft  not  be  fo  :  yet,  I  pray  thee,  fpeak 
VOL.  VI.  F  The 
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The  dreadful  purport  lab'ring  on  thy  lips  ! 

MARCELLA. 

By  Heaven  !  I  cannot !  anguifh,  fhame,  remorfe 
Stifle  my  words. — Here  let  me  fall  before  thee  ! 
In  pity  both  to  me  and  to  thyfelf 
Kill  the  vile  wretch  thus  groveling  at  thy  feet, 
Before  her  guilty  tale  fhall  freeze  thy  blood. 

ME  N  DO  z  A. 

Rife,  thou  dear  fufF'rer  j  I  conjure  thee  fpeak — 
No  words,  how  horrible  foe'er  their  import, 
Can  torture  more  than  this  foul-harrowing  filence. 
MARCELLA. 

Lupercio 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 

What ! — Thou  knew'ft  not  of  his  murder! 
MARCELLA. 

Hernandez 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 
Ha  !  was  he  the  black  aflaflin  ? 

MARCELLA. 

I  did  not  place  the  poniard  in  his  hand ; 
I  did  not  afk  for  blood  :  but  my  bate  falfehood, 
Falfehood  the  offspring  of  my  love  to  thee, 
Led  to  that  bloody  deed. 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 
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ME  ND  o  z  A. 

My  bride  a  murd'refs  ! 
MARCELLA. 

Look  not  upon  me  thus  !  I  cannot  bear 
The  fierce  abhorrence  of  thofe  angry  eyes. 
Plunge  thy  (word  here,  and  give  me  gentler  death  ! 

M  E  N  D  o  z ,  A. 

,  Thou  canft  not  be  fo  guilty.     Thou  haft  injur'd 
Thy  own  foft  heart.— Unfold  the  fatal  ftory. 

MARCELLA. 

Thou'rt  yet  to  hear  accumulated  horrors, 
To  make  me  ftill  more  loathfome  to  thy  fight : 
But  I  can  never  fpeak  them. — Kill  me  !  kill  me  ! 
In  mercy  end  my  miferies,  before 
The  lightning  of  my  father's  indignation 
Strikes  his  detefted  daughter  into  duft. 

M  E  N7  D  o  z  A. 

Would  I  could  fave  him  from  the  pangs  I  feel ! 
But  'tis  impoflible,  if  thou  art  guilty. 

MARCELLA. 

It  is,  it  is— then  fave  me  from  his  wrath  ! 
Save  my  departing  fpirit  from  his  curfe, 
And  death  may  then  atone  for  my  offences. 

F  2  I  only 


68  MARGE    LLA: 

I  only  wifh  to  die  by  that  dear  hand  ; 
1    For  oh  !  Mendoza,  had  not  my  fond  heart 
Doated  upon  thee  with  unbounded  love, 
We  ne'er  had  known  this  miferable  hour. 

M  E  N  D  O  Z  A. 

'Tis  true,  thou  lovely  criminal ! — O  Heaven  ! 
Why  was  fhe  fram'd  with  fuch  pernicious  beauty  ?— • 
I  dare  not  truft  myfelf  to  gaze  upon  thee 
In  this  wild  tumult  of  my  madd'ning  foul.— 
Reft  in  this  chamber,  and  reftrain  thy  tears, 
While  I  regain  fome  little  ufe  of  reafon, 
To  hear  more  calmly  all  thy  wretched  tale. 

[He  leads  Marcella  weeping  to  the  adjoining 
chamber ,  and  clojes  the  door  upon  her, 

ME  N  DO  z  A. 

What's  to  be  done  ?  my  dizzy  foul,  thus  falling 
From  joy's  bright  fummit  to  thefe  depths  of  horror, 
Lofes  the  faculty  of  thought. — Here,  Lopez  ! 
Go  !  bring  Hernandez  inftantly  before  me ! 

Enter  the  Governor. 

My  father  !  are  you  come  ?  I  wifh'd  your  prefence, 
Yet  I  would  freely  part  with  life,  to  fave  you 
From  the  dread  fcene  we  muft  fuftain  together. 

GOVERNOR. 
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GOVERNOR. 

Whatmeans  Mendoza? — whence  thyalter'd  vifage?  — 
What  new  affliction  ? — where's  my  haplefs  child  ? 

MENDOZA. 

Thou  brave,  thou  good,  affectionate  old  man, 
It  wounds  my  foul  to  tell  thee,  that  thy  roof 
Harbours  the  murderer  thy  juftice  feeks. 
Behold,  he  comes  to  :\     ,rer  for  his  crime  ! 

[Lopez  and  other  Servants  bring  in  Hernandez. 

GOVERNOR. 

Hernandez  ! — Art  thou  certain  of  his  guilt  ? 
Or  whence  is  thy  furmife  ? 

MENDOZA. 

Hear  and  decide  I—- 
Thou faithlefs  fervant,  who  haft  ilain'd  a  life 
Of  long  integrity  by  one  black  deed, 
I  charge  thee  with  the  blood  of  that  brave  youth 
Thy  mafter  call'd  his  friend. — Say  !  art  thou  able 
To  plead  thy  innocence  ? — Thou  need'il  not  fpeak ; 
Thy  guilty  features  anfwer  thy  accufer. 
HERNANDEZ  (afide.) 
The  trait'refs  has  betray'd  me  :  then,  revenge, 
Thou  art  the  only  fweet  that  I  can  tafte, 
And  I  will  banquet  on  thee. 

F  3  GOVERNOR. 
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GOVERNOR. 

If  thou  art 

So  bafe  a  monfter  of  ingratitude, 
Prepare  thyfelf  for  tortures. 

HERNANDEZ. 

Spare  thy  threats ; 

Thou  know'ft  not  yet  the  partner  of  my  guilt  :•— 
Thou  wouldft  not  chufe  to  fee  thy  daughter's  beauty 
Expos'd  a  mangled  victim  in  thofe  ftreets, 
Where  never  eye  furvey'd  her  pafTjng  form 
But  with  delight  or  envy  ! 

GOVERNOR. 

Sland'rous  ruffian  ! 

Dar'ft  thou  prophane  the  virtue  of  my  child  ?— 
But  her  pure  foul  could  no  more  league  with  thine, 
Than  Heaven's  moft-favor'd  angel  could  defcend 
To  aid  the  hellifh  plots  of  that  arch  fiend 
Who  prompted  thee  to  perpetrate  this  murder. 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A  (afide  to  Hernandez.) 
Peace,  villain  !  and  if  e'er  thou  hop'ft  for  mercy, 
Refpeft  the  feelings  of  a  wounded  father  ! 

HERNANDEZ, 
Talk  not  to  me  of  mercy — I  defpife  it.— 

Death 
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Death  is,  I  know,  my  portion  ;  but  its  pangs 
Are  turn'd  to  tranfport  by  my  rich  revenge. 
Too  long  the  jefts  of  mockery  were  laviih'd 
On  my  miftiapen  form  and  ardent  love. 
One  gibing  youth  has  paid  me  with  his  life, 
For  infolent  derifion  j  and  o'er  thee, 
Thou. haughty  hufband,  thou  fair  golden  image, 
Whom  beauty  worships  unconftrain'd,  o'er  thee 
My  triumph  rifes  to  a  prouder  height 

Of  bold  revenge 1  have  enjoy'd  thy  bride. 

M  E  N  D  o  z,  A. 

Thou  blood-ftain'd  lyar,  hence  ! — Away  with  him 
To  ftric~l  confinement  in  your  deepeft  dungeon  ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

Bite  thy  proud  frantic  lip,  in  favage  hope 
To  fee  my  crooked  body  on  the  wheel 
Crufh'd,  and  expos'd  a  public  fpeclacle  ! 
My  vengeance  is  confummate  -t  but  for  thine, 
'Tis  the  vain  menace  of  prefumptuous  pride, 
Which  courage  laughs  at ;— I  efcape  it  thus. 

[Stabs  himfelf. 

M  E  N  D  O  Z  A, 

Thou  haft  indeed  eluded  the  flow  hand 

F4  Ct 
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Of  human  juftice,  but  thou  canft  not  foil 
The  furer  vengeance  of  high-judging  Heaven, 

GOVERNOR. 

Go  !  bring^hy  wife  !  fhe  muft  appear  this  inftant. 
The  form  of  injur'd  innocence  muft  draw 
From  the  pale  lips  of  this  expiring  villain 
Th'  avowal  of  his  falfehood. 

HERNANDEZ. 

My  dim  eyes 

Are  clofmg,  and  in  this  deceitful  world 
Shall  look  no  more  upon  her  fatal  beauty  : 
But  in  the  next — O  mercy  !  [Dies, 

G  o  v  E.R  NOR. 
Where  is  my  daughter  ? 

MARCELLA    (entering.) 

Here's  the  haplefs  being, 
Who  once  was  proud  of  that  endearing  name  : 
Tho'  fallen,  lefs  guilty  than  the  world  might  judge  me, 
From  the  bafe  infult  of  this  bleeding  wretch, 
Whofe  crimes  are  clos'd  by  death  ;  yet  O  !  my  father, 
Too  vile  to  claim  thy  kindnefs,  or  to  live. 

GOVERNOR. 
Wrong  not  thyfelf !  thou  art  all  innocence. 

MARCELLA. 
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M  A  R  C  E  L  L  A. 

Thou  dear,  deluded  parent — 'twas  my  wifh 
To  die,  and  not  deprive  thee  of  a  thought, 
Jn  which  thy  virtuous  fpirit  would  have  found 
Sweet  confolation  for  thy  loft  delight. — 
I  wifh'd  a  little  longer  to  fupport 
This  wretched  being,  that  I  might  not  ftain, 
By  my  accelerated  fate,  this  manfion, 
The  dear  afylum  of  thy  honour'd  age  ! 
But  my  gall'd  fpirit,  never  form'd  to  bear 
The  heavy  load  of  unacknowledg'd  guilt, 
Sunk  in  its  painful  efforts  to  fuftain  it. 
Hence  the  quick  end  of  that  abhorr'd  affaflin ! 
And  hence  thy  child,  atoning  now  by  death 
For  her  conceal'd  offences,  thus  implores  thee 
To  pardon,  and  to  blefs  her  parting  fpirit ! 

GOVERNOR. 

O  th«u  dear  fufferer  !  whate'er  thy  failings, 
Attempt  not  aught  againft  thy  precious  life  ! 

M  E  N  D  o  z  A. 

Live,  I  conjure  thee,  and  the  tears  of  love 
Shall  wafh  th'  ideal  blemifh  from  thy  heart. 

M  A  R  c  E  L  L  A. 
My  generous  hufband  !  let  me  fpeak  that  name, 

Still 
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Still  precious  to  me,  tho'  fo  rafhly  purchas'd ! 
'  Think  not  thy  injur'd  bride  defign'd  to  give 
To  thy  chafte  bed  a  vile  difhonour'd  partner, 
Tho'  forcibly  difhonour'd  ! 

GOVERNOR. 

Ha,  my  child  ! 

Haft  thou  endur'd  from  that  atrocious  ruffian— 
MARCELLA. 

0  good  my  father,  afk  not  my  faint  voice, 
Which  foon  will  fink  in  everlafting  filence, 
T*  unfold  a  tale,  whofe  utterance  would  call 
Shame's  burning  blufh  to  the  pale  cheek  of  death.— 
A  friendly  poifon  has  already  numb'd 

My  vital  faculties,  but  I  have  left 

A  written  legacy  of  fatal  fondnefs, 

In  which,  unlefs  my  blotting  tears  have  marr'd  it, 

You'll  read  what  I  have  done,  and  what  endur'd.— 

Nay,  weep  not !  both  of  you  may  love  me  dead, 

Living  you  could  not. 

ME  N  DO  z  A. 

Could  affection  refcue 
Thy  beauty  from  the  grave,  thou  fhould'ft  not  die. 

MARCELLA. 

1  know,  ye  generoifs  fpirits,  death  will  cancel 

2  .      In 
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In  your  kind  mem'ries  all  my  fatal  errors : 

And  hence    its   pangs    are    welcome.  —  One   bafe 

purpofe 

Produc'd  thefe  fcenes  of  unexpected  horror ; 
But   Heaven  has  will'd  that  crime  fliould   quicken 

crime, 

To  fhew  the  danger  of  one  devious  ftep 
From  the  clear  paths  of  probity  and  truth.— 
My  dear  Mendoza  !  thou  wilt  not  deny  me 
The  title  of  thy  wife  to  grace  my  tomb, 
And  I  fliall  fleep  in  peace. — Gonfole  my  father, 
And  let  him  find  in  thee  a  worthier  child  ! 
I  had  a  heart  to  reverence  his  virtues, 
But  not  the  ftrength  to  imitate.  —  O  Heaven! 

[Ditt. 

M  E  N  D  O  Z  A. 

'Tis  gone  !  'tis  fled  !  the  proud,  the  lovely  foul, 
That  could  not  brook  the  fhadow  of  difhonour  ! 
Thy  monument  fhall  be  the  nuptial  bed 
On  which  Mendoza  will  recline,  and  breathe 
His  faithful  fondnefs  to  thy  lift'ning  fpirit. 
Nor  will  I  flight  the  dear  and  hallow'd  trufr, 
Bequeath'd  by  filial  piety,  to  fhield 

With 
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With  conftant  care  thy  father's  honour'd  age.— 
Unhappy  father  !  round  the  livid  breaft 
Of  his  loft  child  in  fpeechlefs  agony 
His  arms  are  riveted  ! — Aid  me  to  raife, 
And  bear  him  gently  from  this  fcene  of  death  ! 
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THE 

TWO  CONNOISSEURS, 


ACT         I. 

SCENE    I.      Chambers  in  the  Tempi f. 

Tom  Carelefs  and  Mr.  Cycle. 

CARELESS. 

WHATE'ER  the  fuccefs  of  your  journey  may 
be, 

My  dear  rural  fage,  you  are  welcome  to  me  : 
Your  benevolent  proje&s  I  hope  you'll  complete, 
By  this  trip  from  your  fnug  fcientific  retreat. 
In  return  for  amufement  you've  given  me  there, 
By  your  fine  apparatus,  and  lectures  on  air, 

I'll 
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I'll  fhew  you  the  town  j  and  the  town  is  a  fcience. 

MR.    CYCLE. 

On  my  tutor,  dear  Tom,  I've  a  perfect  reliance, 
For  I  know  in  that  ftudy  what  vigils  you've  kept. 

CARELESS. 

'Tis  the  only  one,  truly,  where  I'm  an  adept  ; 
For  as  to  the  law,  that's  the  fcience  of  thorns, 
And  tho'  its  black  robe  my  lean  figure  adorns, 
Perhaps  twice  a  year,  for  my  father's  good  pleafure, 
I've  renounc'd,  I  confefs,  both  its  toil  and  its  treafure. 
From  my  fapient  Lord  Coke  this  advantage  I  gain  j 
He  led  me  to  find  out  a  flaw  in  my  brain, 
That  title  !  on  which,  as  wife  parents  have  done, 
My  father  laid  claim  to  the  feals  for  his  fon. 

MR.  CYCLE. 

Such  language,  dear  Tom,  is  in  truth  but  a  brogue, 
That  betrays  the  young  heir  as  an  indolent  rogue. 
'Tis  the  cant  of  ye  all — ye  want  talents  to  drudge. 

CARELESS. 

Well!  think  me,  my  friend,  wife  enough  for  a  judge, 
I  ftill  muft  rejoice  I  have  nothing  to  do, 
As  my  heart  now  inclines  me  to  wait  upon  you. 
I  wifh  I  could  raife  you  the  cafh  you  require, 
But  you  know  I  depend  on  a  clofe-handed  fire, 

Who 
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Who  promifes  largely,  and  often  has  faid 
He  will  make  me  a  Crcefus  whenever  I  wed  5 
But  to  drive  me,  I  think,  to  the  conjugal  ftate, 
Keeps  the  purfe  of  the  batchelor  woefully  ftrait; 
And  guineas  at  prefent  are  fcarce,  to  my  forrow. 
How  much  are  you  now  come  to  London  to  borrow  ? 
Two  thoufand,  d'ye  fay  ? 

MR*    CYCLE. 

Yes  !  two  thoufand  at  leaft, 
And  perhaps  rather  more,  as  my  plan  is  increased. 
I  wifh  for  no  profit,  but  public  efteem  j 
And  much  good  to  the  world  muft  arife  from  my  fcheme. 

CARELESS. 

Well  !  I  wifh  you  may  profper,  but,  as  I'm  a  fmner, 
I  as  foon  fliould  expect  a  roaft  Phenix  for  dinner, 
As  in  times  like  the  prefent  fuch  loans  from  a  friend, 
When  Opulence  has  not  a  ftiver  to  lend. 
You  philofophers  look  with  contempt  upon  cafh  ; 
But  the  fools  of  this  town  are  fo  fond  of  the  trafli, 
That  as  you're  a  chemift,  both  fkilful  and  bold, 
You  had  beft  try  to  make  a  few  odd  lumps  of  gold  j 
And  this  newly-found  art  you  may  try  with  lefs  cofr, 
Since  to  borrow  with  eafe  feems  an  art  that  is  loft. 
VOL.  VI.  G  MR. 
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MR.   C  Y  c  L  E. 

Dear  Carelefs,  you're  welcome  to  rally  my  hopes  ; 
So  attack  them  with  all  your  rhetorical  tropes  ! 
The  man  is  ill-wrapt  in  philofophy's  cloak, 
Whofe  bofom  is  ruffled,  dear  Tom,  by  a  joke. 
I  know  money's  fcarce  j  yet  I  will  not  defpond  : 
I've  two  friends  who'll  fupply  what  I  want,  on  my  bond. 

CARELESS. 

What !  tivi  fuch  good  friends  !  fo  rich,  open,  and  free  \ 
Dear  Cycle,  I  pray  introduce  them  to  me  ; 
For  not  one  of  that  eaft  my  long  lift  can  produce  : 
Why  !  man,  fuch  a  friend  is  the  golden-egg'd  goofe  ; 
You  may  hunt  for  .the  bird  e'en  as  long  as  you're  able, 
But  at  laft  you  will  find  it  is  only  a  fable. 
I  wanted  but  one  hundred  pound,  t'other  .day, 
And  afk'd  fifty  friends,  that  chance  threw  in  my  way, 
But  they  all  (hook  their  heads,  with  a  negative  nod, 
So  I  dunn'd  my  old  father,  in  fpite  of  the  rod. — 
But  pray  do  I  know  the  good  creatures  you  mean  ? 

MR.   CYCLE. 
Aye !  both. — They're  two  friends,  whom  for  years 

I've  not  feen ; 

But  in  juvenile  days  I  held  each  as  my  brother, 
And  I  truft  that  we  all  are  ftill  dear  to  each  other. 

You're 
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You're  acquainted  with  Beril — 

CARELESS. 

Well !  there,  I  confefs. 

Your  wifhes  have  fome  little  chance  of  fuccefs. 
If  there's  one  in  the  world,  who,  regardlefs  of  pelf, 
Would  relieve  a  friend's  wants,  tho'  he  ftraiten'd 

himfelf, 
You  have  now  nam'd  the  man.  Yet  perhaps  he  can't 

lend: 

I  know  he  has  fuffer'd  by  aiding  a  friend  ; 
And  I  fancy  he  has  but  a  flender  eftate. 
'Tis  true,  he  ne'er  plays,  tho'  careil  by  the  great ; 
Yet  in  ftatues  and  books  he's  expenfive,  'tis  faid— 
I  have  feen  him  bid  high  for  a  porphyry  head. 

MR.    CYCLE. 

'Tis  hard,  fortune  ftill  fhould  torment  him  with  crofies ; 
I  footh'd  him  to  bear  the  fevereft  of  lofles  : 
I  was  with  him,  when,  blafted  in  youth's  blooming 

charms, 

His  lovely  Sophia  was  torn  from  his  arms. 
You  knew  not,  I  think,  that  unfortunate  fair, 
The  vidim  of  cruelty,  love,  and  defpair. 
She  was  bound  to  our  friend  by  a  mutuaLafFeclion, 
But  her  rich  fordid  parents  oppos'd  the  connexion. 

G  a  The 
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The  canker  of  forrow  inceflantly  prey'd 
On  the  perifhing  bloom  of  the  delicate  maid  : 
Her  duty,  her  fufPrings,  made  nature  relent, 
And  wrung  from  her  father  a  tardy  confent ; 
But  death  rendered  vain  the  late  fandion  he  gave, 
And  his  child's  bridal  bed  was  the  pitilefs  grave. 
Many  years  have  now  foften'd  the  lover's  wild  grief: 
Perhaps  fome  new  beauty  now  yields  him  relief. 
He's  ftill  fingle,  I  think  ? 

CARELESS. 

Yes  !  in  learning  and  art 
He  has  fought  the  chief  balm  for  the  wounds  of  his 

heart  j 

Hence  a  pleafing  mild  elegance  runs  thro'  his  life  ; 
And  had  I  a  fifter  I'd  wifh  her  his  wife. — 
But  now  for  your  fecond  friend  ! — What  is  his  name  ? 
For  acquaintance  with  him  too  I'll  certainly  claim. 
You  fay  that  I  know  him  :  come  !  tell  me  who  is  it ! 

MR.   CYCLE. 

Yes  !  indeed,  it  is  one  whom  you  frequently  vifit. 
And  here  you  muft  own,  that  my  hopes  are  well 

founded, 
Since  in  kindnefs  and  wealth  he  has  ever  abounded  j 

And  a  legacy  lately 

CARELESS, 
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CARELESS. 

You  don't  mean  Bijou, 
That  collector  of  knick-knacks  ? 

MR.    CYCLE. 

Indeed,  Tom,  I  do. 
I've  a  title  to  afk  any  favor  from  him  : 
He  has  fome  little  vanity,  fome  little  whim, 
Yet  frill  he's  a  friendly,  benevolent  man. 

CARELESS. 

You  may  rap  at  his  door — but  get  in  if  you  can  ! 
Your  friend,  when  you  faw  him,  was  jocund  and  free, 
His  heart  full  of  bounty,  his  fpirit  of  glee ; 
His  vanities  too  had  fo  mirthful  a  caft, 
That  Friendfhip  herfelf  even  wifh'd  them  to  laft. 
But  Marriage,  that  changer  of  mind  and  of  feature, 
Has  made  poor  Bijou  quite  a  different  creature, 

MR.    CYCLE. 

I  am  told  that  his  wife,  with  a  pocket  well  laden, 
Was  a  little,  fat,  ancient,  and  well-behav'd  maiden  i 
Who,  having  a  fimilar  tafte  for  virtu, 
Put  her  cabinet  under  the  care  of  Bijou. 

CARELESS. 

Yes,  indeed !  in  an  odd  fit  of  amorous  hunger, 
He  married  an  old  curiofity-monger, 

G  3  Who 
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Who  is  ready  to  faint,  if  a  vifitor  knocks 
While  fhe's  brufhing  the  duft  from  her  raree-fhew  box. 
Her  maid  t'other  day  threw  her  into  a  fwoon, 
By  cracking  the  eye  of  a  great  ftufPd  baboon  ; 
For  inftead  of  young  children,  whofe  troublefome  noife 
Might  difturb  their  fedate,  virtuojlcal  joys, 
She  fills  their  fine  houfe  with  new  monfters  or  mum- 
mies. 

MR.  CYCLE. 

Of  your  ftory,  dear  Tom,  I  perceive  what  the  fum  is. 
You  don't  like  the  lady : — (he  may  not  pleafe  you, 
And  yet  be  an  excellent  wife  for  Bijou. 
I  am  told  (he  has  really  much  merit  and  tafte. 
In  her  morals  they  fay  (he's  remarkably  charte ; 
So  with  lectures,  perhaps,  fhe  has  wounded  your  ear, 
And  you  rakes  of  the  Temple  may  think  her  fevere. 

CARELESS. 

No,  faith  !  with  the  lady  I  ftand  very  well, 
I  bought  her  efteem  with  an  old  empty  (hell. 
I  own  fhe  has  piety,  morals,  and  fenfe : 
To  chaftity  no  one  will  doubt  her  pretence. 
But  tho'  with  thefe  virtues  I  freely  invert  her, 
My  heart,  I  confefs,  is  inclin'd  to  deteft  her. 

She 
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She  has  ruin'd  her  hufband — at  leaft  fo  I  think ; 

To  a  dwarf  (he  has  made  his  benevolence  (brink, 

And  puff'd  up  his  vanity  into  a  giant. 

To  all  her  ftrange  whims  he's  fo  fervilely  pliant, 

He'd  obey  her  caprice,  whatfoe'er  it  might  hint, 

And  deny  himfelf  bread  to  buy  her  an  odd  flint. 
MR.    CYCLE. 

Why,  Tom,  that's  a  proof  of  his  fond  tender  heart, 
CARELESS. 

To  me  it  proves  nought  but  her  ladyfliip's  art  : 
And  fo  you  yourfelf  would  explain  the  whole  riddle, 
If  you  heard  her  once  flatter  his  pencil  or  fiddle, 
As  a  more  wretched  bruih  never  blotted  poor  paper, 
And  ne'er  fqueak'd  a  Cremona  beneath  a  worfe  fcraper. 
Tho'  pamper'd  with  flattery  thus  by  his  wife, 
Our  friend  has  quite  loft  all  his  humor  and  life ; 
And  whenever  I  look  on  his  cold  chearlefs  face, 
As  he  ftands  by  the  fide  of  his  wife's  fofiil-cafe, 
I  think  her  a  perfect  Medufa,  I  own, 
Who  has  turn'd  her  poor  hufband  himfelf  into  ftone. 

MR.    CYCLE. 

You  loungers,  dear  Tom,  in  your  idle  difputes, 
Love  to  ridicule  all  life's  amufing  purfuits  : 

G  4  But 
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But  they  all  have  their  ufe  ;  and  the  lady  who  joys 
In  colle&ing  an  odd  fet  of  whimfical  toys, 
Is  herfelf  a  rare  gem,  that  my  judgment  regards, 
More  than  all  the  fair  votaries  of  fcandal  and  cards. 
I  know  I  fhall  like  her,  in  fpite  of  your  ftri&ure, 
And  I'm  going  to  fee  how  you've  fail'd  in  her  pi&ure. 
My  old  friend's  good-will  I  fhall  put  to  the  trial, 
And  folicit  his  aid  without  fear  of  denial. 

CARELESS. 

Come  along  ! — I  will  fee  if  your  welcome  is  hearty  j 
Indeed  I  may  ferve  you  by  joining  the  party, 
And  I'm  eager  to  know  (for  my  portrait  is  true) 
Whatyou  think  of  the  change  {he  has  wrought  in  Bijou. 
To  a  knowledge  of  nature  I  ne'er  will  pretend, 
If,  when  you  have  feen,  in  the  houfe  of  our  friend, 
All  the  natural'  rarities  rang'd  in  a  glafs, 
You  don't  rank  his  heart  in  the  petrified  clafs.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE  changes  to  a  Drawing  Room  at  Mrs.  Bi- 
jou'j,  with  a  Door  open  into  an  interior  Cabinet  of 
Curiofities — Several  fluff" d  Creatures  and  other 
Rarities  difcovered  in  the  Apartne.it. 

JOAN,  with  a  Brujh. 

Lackaday  !  would  I  once  were  well  out  of  this  houfe, 
Where  I  tremble  to  move,  full  as  much  as  a  moufe  .' 

And 
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And  Nanny's  afraid  to  come  into  this  room  ; 
Indeed  the  poor  creature  can  fcarce  hold  a  broom, 
For  my  miftrefs,  fhe  fays,  has  done  nothing  but  bait  her, 
Since  fhe  brufh'd  off  the  tail  of  the  new  alligator. 
I've  a  great  mind  to  lay  up  my  brufh  on  the  fhelf, 
And  leave  madam  to  duft  all  her  monfters  herfelf. 
Would  my  mafter  would  make  her,  for  thefe  flocks 

and  ftones, 

A  young  little  plaything  of  good  flefh  and  bones  ! 
But,  alas  !  thefe  old  ladies  who  can't  raife  a  baby, 
Are  as  full  of  nonfenfical  maggots  as  may  be. 
And  our  houfe  is  fo   cramm'd  with  this  whimfical 

jumble, 

That  if  you  touch  one  thing,  another  will  tumble. 
Madam  fays,  I  mifplace  whatfoever  I  clean, 
!But  I'll  venture  to  wipe  off  the  duft  from  this  fcreen. 

[Throws  it  down. 

A  plague  take  the  things  !  they  do  nothing  but  fall. 
Lud  !  my  fingers  have  run  thro'  the  cover  and  all. 

[Taking  up  the  Screen,  and  uncovering  it. 
'Tis  my  matter's  new  drawing— how  madam  will 

thunder  ! — 
This  fine  naked  beauty  I've  torn  quite  afunder  :  • 

And 
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And  the  rent  muft  be  feen — I  can  thruft  my  whole 

thumb  in, 

And  I've  no  time  to  mend  it — my  miftrefs  is  com- 
ing.— 
MRS.  BIJOU  (entering  in  a  dark  brown  Bed- 

gcwn^  with  a  Brujh  of  Peacock's  Feathers.) 
Some  new  mifchief's  done  here. — Lord !  Joan,  what's 

the  matter  ? 
I  am  fure  you  broke  fomething— I  heard  fuch  a  clatter. 

JOAN. 
Indeed,  Ma'am,  I've  had  a  moft  cruel  difafter.      * 

The  fcreen 

MRS.   BIJOU. 
What  !  the  beautiful  work  of  your  mafter 

JOAN. 

My  finger  flipt  thro',  as  I  wip'd  it  in  hafte ; 
But  I'm  fure  I  can  mend  it  again  with  fome  pafte. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

You  awkward,  pert  hufiey  !  pray  let  it  alone  ! 
Can  pafte  mend  a  flaw  in  a  goddefs's  zone  ? 
Ye  (tars  !  give  me  patience  ! — Get  out  of  this  door; 
And  pray  let  me  never  fet  eyes  on  you  more  ! 
I  knew  I  fhould  fuffer,  as  foon  as  you  came, 
For  taking  a  thing  with  fo  gothic  a  name. 

JOAN, 
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JOAN. 

I'll  go — for  I  live  but  the  life  of  a  cur  : 
Yet  pray  !  on  my  name  do  not  throw  any  flur  ! 
I  am  fure  'tis  good  Englifli,  akho'  it  is  Joan, 
And  that's  more  than  you're  able  to  fay  of  your  own. 

[Exit. 

MR.    BIJOU  (entering.) 
What's  the   matter,  my  dear? — What  new  plague 

from  your  maids  ? 

You  for  ever  are  vext  by  thefe  peftilent  jades  : 
If  bred  in  this  town,  you  object  to  their  morals ; 
If  ruftics,  they  break  all  your  glafies  or  corals. 
Let  'em  come  whence  they  will,  they  bring  trouble 

and  ftrife, 
And  your  quarrels  have  made  me  half  fick  of  my  life. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

Don't  fay  fo  ! — You  know,  my  dear  Mr.  Bijou, 
I  take  no  young  maids,  out  of  fondnefs  to  you  ; 
And  thefe  middle-ag'd  creatures  are  all  fo  unhandy, 
They  make  me  as  fretful  as  old  Mr.  Shandy. 
But,  my  dear,  if  you  fee  me  fometimes  in  a  flame, 
1  think  you  won't  fay  that  my  temper's  to  blame  : 
'Twas  my  love  for  the  works  of  your  delicate  hand, 
Which  produc'd  an  emotion  I  could  not  command. 

If 
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If  I  rated  old  Joan,  in  a  great  agitation, 

I  am  fure  you  will  own  I  had  much  provocation, 

When  you  fee  this  fad  caufe  of  the  buftle  between  us  : 

She  has  utterly  ruin'd  your  very  beft  Venus, 

This  new  lovely  drawing  !  the  joy  of  all  eyes  ! 

I  vow  I  could  cry— 

MR.    BIJOU. 

What  fweet  foftnefs  !— flie  cries  ! 

Thefe  feelings,  indeed,  prove  the  true  connoifleur : 
This  ill  treatment  of  Art  her  fine  fenfe  can't  endure. 
Henceforth,  of  my  works  let  them  fay  what  they  will, 
No  painter  can  boaft  fuch  a  teft  of  his  (kill. — 
Come,  chear  up,  my  dear  Cognofcente  !  come !  come  I 
.  I  can  mend  it  again  with  a  brufli-full  of  gum.,  -t ,. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 
D'ye  think  you  can  mend  it? — and  won't  it  look 

brown, 

If  you  don't  hide  the  (kin  with  the  (kirt  of  a  gown  ? 
'Twould  be  pity  to  cloak  up  a  body  fo  fine, 
Efpecially  fmce  you  have  drawn  it  from  mine. 
And  you  know  I  caught  cold,  when  I  ftript  to  the 

waift, 
To  fit  for  the  figure,  in  true  attic  tafte : 

But 
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But  I  did  it  from  fondnefs,  that  you  might  not  roam, 
And  wickedly  hunt  after  models  from  home. 
To  be  fure,  I  love  art — but  all  artifts,  they  fay, 
By  their  ftudies  of  nature  are  tempted  to  {tray  ; 
And  I  own  that  your  genius  gives  me  great  alarms. 

MR.    B  i  j  o  u.x 

My   dear,   tender   creature  !    pray   truft   your  own 
charms  ! 

MRS.   BIJOU. 

Affectionate  terrors  will  rife  in  my  head. 
I  was  jealous,  I  own,  t'other  day,  of  the  dead. 

MR.    BIJOU. 
What  fond  fenfibility  !  exquifite  feeling  ! 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

I  hope  I  was  wrong,  but  ftrange  fancies  will  fteal  in, 
When  fondnefs  has  open'd  the  heart  to  fufpicion. 
You're  fo  dear  to  the  females  of  every  condition  : 
But,  I  hope,  Lady  Fancybird  was  not  fo  vicious  ; 
There  was  nothing,  indeed,  in  her  air  meretricious ; 
Yet  a  jealous  pang  feiz'd  me,  I  own,  when  I  found 
That  by  will  Ihe  bequeath'd  to  you  three  thoufand 

pound. 

'Tis  true,  that  a  legacy's  very  commodious ; 
Yet  the  money  appears  to  me  utterly  odious, 

When 
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When  I.  think  it  was  poflibly  meant  as  the  price 
Of  endearments,  to  which  Ihe  had  art  to  entice, 
And  not  in  return  for  the  pictures  you  drew, 
Of  her  parrot,  her  bull-finch,  and  old  cockatoo. 

MR.    BIJOU. 

Lord  !  my  dear,  if  fuch  phantoms  your  quiet  confume, 
You  will  make  the  old  lady  jump  out  of  her  tomb. 
'Tis  true,  that  I  flatter'd  her  favourite  paflion, 
As  I  love  to  be  well  with  old  ladies  of  fafhion  : 
But  pray  don't  fuppofe,  I  was  e'er  fo  abfurd 
As  to  ftroke  her  pale  cheek  for  the  pole  of  her  bird. 

MRS.   BIJOU. 

Ah !  you  humorous  man,  you've  fuch  infinite  wit,. 
You  can  turn  to  a  jeft  whatfoe'er  you  think  fit ! — • 
But  my  heart  on  this  point  can  be  never  at  eafe, 
Unlefs  you'll  allow  me  to  fpend,  as  I  pleafe, 
Half  the  money,  of  which  you're  fo  oddly  pofleft  j 
And  then  I  fhall  think  it  an  honeft  bequeft. 
Befides,  there's  an  auction  at  Lady  Toy-Truckle's, 
And  I  long  for  a  rap  at  the  Duchefs's  knuckles, 
Who  out-bid  me,  you  know,  t'other  day,  for  a  fhell. 
'Tis  all  for  your  credit. 

MR.    BIJOU. 

Well !  well !  my  dear,  well ! 
I  never 
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I  never  refufe  you  the  cam  I  can  fpare. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

You  are  fure  I  fhall  turn  it  to  fomething  moft  rare  : 
For  indeed  I'm  no  pitiful  hoarder  of  pelf; 
And  I've  now  fet  my  heart  on  fome  true  ancient  delf. 

MR.    BIJOU. 
'Tis  time  you  were  dreft. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

As  I  live,  there's  a  rap ; 

I'm  not  fit  to  be  feen,  in  this  bed-gown  and  cap. 
Run  !  and  charge  them,  my  dear,  not  to  let  in  2  foul  ! — 
With  my  cabinet  duft  I'm  as  black  as  a  coal. 

MR.   BIJOU    (looking  out.) 
I'm  too  late. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

For  my  orders  they  don't  care  a  pin ; 
And  to  vex  me,  old  Joan  has  let  fomebody  in. 
I'll  efcape — I  can't  bear  to  be  feen  in  this  trim. 

MR.   BIJOU. 

'Tis  only  Tom  Carelefs — you  need  not  mind  him. 
Enter  Carelefs  and  Mr.  Cycle. 

CARELESS. 

Here,  good  folks  !  I  have  brought  you  a  very  rare  bird; 

'Tis  five  years  fince  his  notes  in  this  town  have  been 

/;.-ird,  MR. 
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MR.    BIJOU. 

Mr.  Cycle  !  my  worthy,  old  friend  !  how  d'ye  do  ?-» 
Giire  me  leave  to  prefent  to  you  Mrs.  Bijou  I 

MRS.    BIJOU. 
I'm  afham'd  to  be  found  in  this  garb. 

MR.    BIJOU. 

O!  my  dear, 

From  a  man  of  true  fcience  you've  nothing  to  fear^ 
He'll  freely  allow,  for  he's  candid  and  juft, 
Philofophical  ladies  muft  dabble  in  duft.— 
Mr.  Cycle,  mjr  wife  is  a  curious  collector  : 
In  natural  knowledge,  I  hope,  you'll  direct  her  j 
You  are  mafter  of  all,  from  the  earth  to  the  ftars, 
And  may  aid  her  in  ranging  her  foflils  and  fpars« 

MR.    CYCLE. 
She  fhall  freely  command  all  the  little  I  know. 

-   MRS.    BIJOU.' 

You're  extremely  obliging,  dear  Sir,  to  fay  fo  I 
But  I  cannot  attend  you  in  this  dufty  veft> 
I'll  foon  flip  it  off. 

CARELESS. 

You  fha'n't  ftir,  I  proteft. 

To  talk  of  your  drefs,  my  dear  Ma'am,  is  a  joke, 
To  a  fage,  who  exifts  but  in  chemical  fmoke. 

Your 
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Your  robe  is  indeed  like  the  robe  of  Saint  Bruno, 
Yet  ftill  by  your  air  we  might  take  you  for  Juno, 
While  the  tail  of  your  peacock,  that  type  of  com- 
mand, 
With  fuch  dignity  waves  in  your  awful  white  hand. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 
You're  a  young  faucy  creature  ! 

MR.    CYCLE. 

Thefe  idle  rogues,  Madam, 

More  like  fons  of  the  Serpent,  than  children  of  Adam, 
Are  apt  to  efteem  it  a  dull  occupation, 
To  ftudy  the  wonders  of  this  fair  creation  : 
And  hence  they  all  rally,  with  humor  ill-plac'd, 
Thofe  who  feek  for  amufement  in  fcience  and  tafte. 

MR.    BIJOU. 

Well  faid !  Mr.  Cycle— I'm  glad  that  Virtu 
Has  found  both  a  friend  and  a  champion  in  you. 
Come  and  peep  at  my  wife's  philofophical  treafure  ! 
I  hope  you'll  furvey  it  again,  at  your  leifure.— 
My  dear,  d'ye  allow  me  to  fhew  your  mufeum  ? — 
I'm  exact  in  all  matters  of  tuum  and  meum» 

MRS.    BIJOU. 
Mr.  Cycle,  I'm  fure,  is  a  privileg'd  man. 

VOL.  VI.  H  MR. 


98        THE  TWO  CONNOISSEURS  : 

MR.    BIJOU. 
It  is  open. — Come,  Sir  ! 

[Exit  with  Mr.  Cycle,  into  the  interior  dpartmenf. 

MRS.   BIJOU. 

Tell  me,  Tom,  if  you  can, 
fs  not  this  Mr.  Cycle  a  man  of  great  worth, 
Who  wrote  a  moft  excellent  book  on  the  Earth. 

CARELESS. 

'Tis  the  author  himfelf ;  and  I  know  not  what  college 
Can  (hew  his  fuperior  in  virtue  and  knowledge. 
He's  a  man  of  few  words,  with  a  heart  and  a  mind 
Ever  bufied  in  fchemes  for  the  good  of  mankind  ^ 
And  he  now  vifits  London,  in  hopes  to  procure 
Some  fupport  in  a  plan  for  relieving  the  poor. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

The  poor  ! — of  their  name  I'm  alarm'd  at  the  mention : 
Mr.  Cycle,  indeed,  may  have  no  ill  intention, 
But  I  fear  he'll  involve  my  good  hufband  in  trouble — 
Thefe  projects  of  charity  end"  in  a  bubble. 
The  poor  are  ungrateful,  diforderly  wretches, 
Who  can  fhift  for  themfelves  by  their  tricks  and  their 

fetches ; 
They  deferve  not  a  teamed  philofopher's  thought. 

CARELESS. 
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CARELESS. 

Your  pardon  ! — He'll  think,  if  he  thinks  as  he  ought, 
That  Philofophy^  drawing  from  Heaven  her  birth, 
Is  the  fcience  of  foft'ning  the  evils  on  earth. 
By  your,  fears  you  have  done  our  friend  infinite  wrong, 
For  tho'  his  heart's  tender,  his  judgment  is  ftrong  : 
To  the  proje&s  of  Folly  he  never  can  ftoop — 
Philanthropy's  friend  is  not  Phantafy's  dupe. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

Why,  Carelefs  '  you  talk  in  a  language  quite  new  : 
Who  could  dream  of  a  charity-fennon  from  you  ? 

CARELESS. 

Oh  !  a  cobler  cart  preach,  when  his  fpirit's  inflam'd. 
Mine  is  apt  to  blaze  forth,  if  I  hear  a  friend  blam'd  ; 
And  indeed  I  can't  ftifle  my  heart's  ebullitions, 
When  fuch  good  folks  as  you  harbour  vile  fuppofitions. 
But  I'm  fure  you'll  forgive  all  the  warmth  I  have 

{hewn, 

\Vhen  the  worth  of  our  friend  is  to  you  better  known. 
If  you're  angry,  I  know  that  your  anger  will  ceafe, 
When  you  hear  on  what  terms  I  can  purchafe  my 

peace. 

-A  fhell  I  can  bring  you — my  intereft  fuch  is — 
Very  like  what  you  lately  gave  up  to  the  Duchefs. 

H  2  Perhaps 
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Perhaps  I  may  give  it  you— 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

You're  a  good  foul  — — 
As  large  as  her  Grace's,  and  perfectly  whole  ? 

CARE  L*E  s  s. 
Yes,  I  think  'tis  as  large,  and  in  colour  as  high. 

MRS.    B'i  j  o  u. 
Are  you  fure  of  its  fliape  ? 

CARELESS. 

Do  you  queftion  my  eye  ? 

I'll  convince  you  I'm  right ;  let  us  inftantly  look 
At  the  fine  colour'd  plates  in  your  great  Danifh  book. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

Come— -"ou  give  me  more  joy  than  I'm  able  to  fpeak — 
I  can't  bear  that  her  Grace  fhould  poflefs  an  Unique. 
[They  retire  into  the  interior  Apartment,  from 
whence  Mr.  Bijou  and  Mr.  Cycle  return* 

MR.  BIJOU. 

This  fcheme,  my  good  friend,  does  you  honor  indeed. 
In  a  buimefs  fo  noble  I  hope  you'll  proceed  j 
And  may  you  accomplifh  your  utmoft  defires, 
In  raifing  the  fum  which  your  project  requires  !  — 
Pray  look  at  this  new  little  drawing  of  mine  ! 
Don't  you  think  it  an  elegant  pretty  defign  ? 

MR. 


A  COMEDY,  IN  RHYME.          101 

MR.    CYCLE. 

Yery  lively  indeed  ! — But,  my  friend,  you  forget 
What  I've  faid  on  the  point  of  incurring  this  debt. 
Do  not  fly  from  the  fubject !  — I  hate  all  evafion  : 
I  muft  fay  for  your  aid  I  have  ferious  occafion. 
You  know  what  I've  afk'd,  and  in  afking  I  deem, 
That  I  give  you  a  proof  of  my  cordial  efteem. 
In  a  poor-houfe  myfelf  I  would  rather  work  hard, 
Than  apply  thus  to  one  whom  I  did  not  regard. 

MR.    B  i  j  o  u. 

Mr.  Cycle,  I  know  you're  a  man  without  guile, 
And  you  think  in  a  noble  and  angular  ftyle ; 
But  if  afking  for  cafli  is  of  love  a  fure  teft, 
With  affectionate  friends  all  the  wealthy  are  blefl. 

MR.   CYCLE. 

I  have  done,  as  I  fee  that  you  wifli  to  evade 
A  requeft,  that  I  thought  I  with  juftice  had  made  ; 
As  you  know,  when  of  fortune  you  felt  a  reverfe, 
You   had    once    the    command    of   my  profperous 

purfe  ; 

And  fmce  you  of  opulence  now  are  pofleft, 
More  enrich'd  too  of  late  by  a  friendly  bequeft, 
I  fuppos'd,  without  trouble— 

H  3  MR. 
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MR.    B  i  j  o  u. 

Dear  Cycle,  'tis  true  J 
You  {hall  have  it ;  but  mum  !  towards  Mrs.  Bijou  f- 

MR.    CYCLE. 

O  !  I  now  underftand  all  the  caufe  of  demur  -t 
And  if  that  is  the  cafe,  I  have  done,  my  dear  Sir. 
At  the  hazard  of  difcord  the  fum  you  fha'n't  lend  ; 
In  family  ftrife  I'll  not  plunge  my  old  friend. 

MR.  BIJOU. 
Do  not  think  me  a  {lave! — there's  no  danger  of 

ftrife  : 

But  you'll  find,  if  you  e'er  try  the  conjugal  life, 
It  is  beft  not  to  waken  the  frowns  of  a  wife. 
Befides,  there  is  furely  no  reafon  why  you 
Should  talk  on  fuch  bufinefs  to  Mrs.  Bijou. 

MR.    CYCLE. 
There  is  certainly  none— you  lhall  do  as  you  pleafe. 

MR.    BIJOU. 

One  thoufiind,  my  friend,  I  can  fpare  you  with  eafe^ 
'Tis  the  fum  I  lhall  go  to  receive  very  foon ; 
If  you'll  call  here  again,  you  fiiall  have  it  by  noon. 
And  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  would  have  you  make 

hafte, 
Left  my  wife  dould  demand  it  for  matters  of  tafte. 

When 


r  of  ^ 

"  I 
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When  an  auction  is  near,  fhe  is  apt  to  be  ram, 

In  laying  her  hand  upon  all  my  loofe  cafh  ; 

And  as  fhe  is  thought  fo  judicious  a  buyer, 

Her  elegant  wifhes  I  feldom  deny  her. 

Yet  'tis  time  to  grow  prudent : — but  hufh  !  here  they 

come. 

Remember  my  charge— dear  philofopher,  mum  ! 
Enter  Mrs.  Bijou  and  Carelefs. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 
O  my  dear !  I'm  in  raptures  :  my  young  friend  has 

cur'd 

AH  the  bitter  vexation  I've  lately  endur'd. 
Now  in  fhells  by  the  Duchefs  I  am  not  furpafi  -f 
Tom  will  bring  me  the  fellow  to  what  fhe  bought 
laft. 

MR.    B  i  j  o  u. 

He's  exceedingly  kind  ! — But,  my  dear,  it  grows  late; 
Remember  the  gueft,  whom  you  muft  not  make  wait. 
Old  Baron  Van-Bettle  's  appointed  to-day 
Ifour  curious  collection  of  flies  to  furvey; 
As  fome  bufinefs  abroad  will  oblige  me  to  leave  him, 
\  entreat  you,  my  dear,  to  be  dreft  to  receive  him. 
friends  will  ejccufe  you. 

H  MRS, 
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MRS.   BIJOU. 

I'll  bid  them  farewell. 
Mr.  Cycle,  your  fervant ! — Remember  the  ftiell  ! 

[Exit. 
MR.  BIJOU. 

0  my  friend  !   you've  a  thoufand  new  drawings  to 

fee.— 

1  can  tell  you,  our  artifts  grow  jealous  of  me. 

JOAN   (entering  hajlily.) 
Sir,  a  coach  is  juft  ftopt,  and  a  man  with  a  ftar  on — 

MR.    BIJOU. 
Od's  life  !  I  muft  leave  you,  to  wait  on  the  Baron. 

M  R.    CYCLE. 
I  beg  we  mayn't  keep  you. 

MR.    BIJOU. 

My  good  friends,  adieu  ! 

Dear  Cycle !  pray  meet  me  again  here  at  two  ! 
I  am  furry  I'm  forc'd  thus  to  part  with  you  now, 
But  for  fuch  an  engagement  I'm  fure  you'll  allow  ; 
For  the  flies  arc  all  rang'd  in  the  parlour  below, 
And  a  gucft  like  the  Baron  one  can't  leave,  you  know. 
As  the  key's  in  the  cafe,  he  perhaps  might  unlock  it, 
An'd  whip  the  bell  butterfly  into  his  pocket. 

'Tis 
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'Tis  a  law  with  the  curious  to  watch  a  collector, 
And  you  never  muft  truft  him  without  an  infpector. 

[Exit. 

CARELESS. 
Now,  my  friend,  what   d'ye   fay  to   the  portrait  I 

drew  ? 

Were  my  colours  too  dark  for  good  Madam  Bijou? 
But  how  have  you  far'd  in  your  money-petition  ? 
If  you  get  it,  I'll  call  you  a  mighty  magician. 
I  can  tell  you,  that  Madam  fufpecled  a  plot. 

M,R.   CYCLE. 
I've  his  promife — but  fhall  I  accept  it,  or  not  ? 

CARELESS. 
If  you  can,  by  all  means  !  —  'twill  be  fav'd  from  her 

clutches, 

Who  would  throw  it  away  in  out-bidding  a  Duchefs: 
And  at  auctions  indeed  fhe'd  her  hufband  undo, 
Were  me  not  in  her  houfe  quite  a  clofe-handed  Jew. 
But  on  faving  a  penny  fhe  frequently  ponders, 
And  her  avarice  fcrapes  what  her  vanity  fquanders.— 
O  !  if  I  were  her  matter,  her  whimfies  I'd  cure, 
And  make  a  good  wife  of  this  vile  connoifleur. — 
Now  for  Beril— — he's  one  of  a  different  caft. 

MR. 
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MR.    CYCLE. 
Come  along  ! — fmce  I  faw  him  fome  long  years  have 

patt, 
And  I'm  eager  to  clafp  his  affe&ionate  hand. 

CARELESS. 

Stop  a  moment !  and  anfwer  me  this  one  demand  ! 
Don't  you  fee  a  fad  change  in  our  poor  friend  below  ? 
Where's  the  lively  companion,  the  humorous  beau  ? 
AH  his  pleafantry's  gone — 

MR.   CYCLE. 

I  confefs,  by  his  carriage, 
He  feems  to  be  render'd  more  ferious  by  marriage. 

CARELESS. 

By  my  life,  I  am  griev'd,  in  thus  feeing  him  grow 
The  poor  trumpeting  flave  to  his  wife's  raree-fhew.— « 
Well !  ye  Gods  !  if,  whenever  my  nuptial  flar  twinkles, 
I  fhould  wed  an  old  hunter  of  odd  periwinkles, 
To  engage  her  nice  eye  with  unchanging  attradlion^ 
May  I  turn  in  her  arms  to  a  cold  petrifaction  ! 

End  of  ACT     I. 

9  ACT 
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ACT         II. 

SCENE  I.  An  elegant  Apartment ',  ornamented 
with  a  few  Bujis  and  Books  t  a  large  Statue  ctvered 
up,  and  a  Door  open  into  a  more  extenjrve  Library* 

Mr.  Beril  and  Harry. 

MR.   BERIL. 

R  A  Y,  Harry,  remove  from  the  ftatue  its  cafe ; 
And  be  careful  in  clearing  the  duft  from  its  bafe^ 

H  A  R  R  r. 
Diredly,  Sir  ? 

MR.    BERIL. 
Yes  !   you  muft  inftantly  do  it, 

For  my  worthy  Lord  Seewell  is  coming  to  view  it.— 
Now,  my  fvveet  Lady  Frances !  I  foon  fliall  behold 
All  thy  quick  fenfibility  wake  and  unfold  : 
Thou  wilt  pay  to  this  fculpture  the  tribute  moft  de*r ; 
Thou  wilt  praife  the  fine  work  by  an  eloquent  tear, 
TJnlefs  by  gay  Harriot  thy  foftnefs  is  check'd. 
How  I  long  in  thy  features  to  mark  the  effeft 
Produc'd  by  the  wonders  of  exquifite.art^ 
On  a  delicate  mind  and  a  fcnfible  heart ! 

But 
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But  why  on  thy  graces  do  I  rafhly  dwell  ? 
Why  ftudy  thofe  charms,  that  I  know  but  too  well  ? 
In  my  ftation  'tis  madnefs  to  think  of  thy  hand  ; 
Yet  thou,  of  all  women  in  this  lovely  land, 
Thou  only  could'ft  fill,  in  my  defolatc  breaft, 
The  place  that  my  tender  Sophia  poflc-ft. 
HARRY  (advancing.) 

There,  Sir,  'tis  as  neat  as  a  new-twifted  cord  ; 
Bat  I  hope  you  won't  fell  this  fine  thing  to  my  Lord. 
He's  a  defperate  bidder  for  ftone-work,  I'm  told  ; 
Yet  I  hope  you  will  keep  it  in  fpite  of  his  gold. 

MR.    B  E  R  i  L. 
Do  you  hope  fo  ? — pray  why  ? — I  fliould  rather  have 

.  thought 

You'd  rejoice  if  his  lordfhip  the  fratue  had  bought ; 
It  would  fave  you  fome  trouble. 
HARRY. 

For  that  I  don't  care. 

Why  I  wifh  you  to  keep  it,  I'll  freely  declare  : — 
ITve  obferv'd,  fmce  the  day  that  poor  Mifs  Sophy  died, 
And  that's  five  years,  I  think,  next  Bartholomew-tide, 
There  is  only  this  ftatue,  that's  now  in  our  fight, 
In  which  you  have  feem'd  to  take  any  delight ; 

And 
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And  if  this  marble  woman  your  heart  fo  engages, 
Before  you  fliould  fell  her  I'd  give  up  my  wages. 

MR.    B  E  R  i  L. 

Thou'rt  a  generous  lad,  with  an  excellent  heart ! — 
Honeft  Harry  !  the  ftatue  and  I  fhall  not  part. 
But  I  hear  a  coach  flop  :— hafte,  and  let  my  Lord  in  ! 

[Exit  Harry. 
MR.    B  E  R  i  L  ('alone.) 

Harry's  warmth  is  affecting. — 'Tis  pleafant  to  win 
A  regard  unconftrain'd  from  the  low  ranks  of  life, 
Which  are  falfely  fuppos'd  full  of  bafenefs  and  ftrife, 
How  miftaken  is  he,  who  inceflantly  raves, 
That  domeftics  are  nothing  but  idiots  or  knaves  \ 
When  nature  oft  Ihines,  with  a  luftre  moft  fervent, 
In  the  zeal  of  an  honeft,  affectionate  fervant. 

Enter  Lord  Seewell,  with  Lady  Frances  an& 

Lady  Harriot. 
LORD  SEEWELL. 

Dear  Beril,  my  girls  would  attend  me,  to  fee 
Either  you  or  your  ftatue. — Howe'er  that  may  be, 
I  know  you'll  allow  them  a  fight  of  your  treafure. 

M  R.    BERIL. 
My  Lord,  I  confefs,  I  had  hopes  of  this  pleafure ; 

And 
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And  my  ftatue  henceforth  I  more  highly  {hall  rate} 
Since  to  that  Pm  in  debt  for  an  honor  fo  great. 

LADY  HARRIOT. 

That's  right,  Mr.  Beril : — I  pray  make  it  knownj 
That  we  come  for  the  fake  of  the  marble  alone : 
For  tho'  we  have  both  a  fair  name,  as  I  think, 
Yet  our  poor  reputations  will  inftantly  fink, 
If  'tis  faid  by  your  neighbour,  old  Lady  Snap-Fanj 
That  inftead  of  a  ftatue,  we  vifit  a  man. 

MR.    BERIL. 

If  on  fpirit  and  worth  there  is  any  reliance, 
Lady  Harriot  may  fet  every  hag  at  defiance  ; 
And  force  even  Scandal  in  filence  to  fit — 
If  not  juft  to  her  innocence,  aw'd  by  her  wit; 

LADY  HARRIOT. 

My  dear  Sirj  do  not  talk  in  fo  pleafmg  a  tone, 
If  you  do,  I  fha'h't  relifti  the  filence  of  ftone, 
And  the  ftatue'll  feem  dull.— ^-So  pray !  tell  us  where  is  itj 
Pray  prefent  us  to  her  that  we're  now  come  to  vifit. 

MR.    BERIL. 
Here's  the  lacfy  you  honour.          [Shewing  the  Sfatae. 

LORD   SEEWELL. 

Indeed,  this  is  fine  : 
^Vhat  perFefl  expreffion  !  what  ftrength  of  defign  ! 
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MR.   B  E  R  i  L. 

Pray !  my  dear  Lady  Frances,  advance  to  the  place, 
Which  will  give  you,  I  think,  the  beft  view  of  the  face.; 
'Tis  the  tender  Alceftis,  juft  yielding  her  breath, 
On  the  arm  of  her  hufband  reclining  in  death  ; 
And  tho'  pain  o'er  her  form  fo  much  languor  has  thrown, 
You  may  ftill  difcern  beauties  refembling  your  own. 

LORD  S  E  E  w  E  L  L. 

Whence  came  it,  dear  Beril  ?— 'tis  furely  antique  5 
The  work,  my  good  friend,  is  undoubtedly  Greek. 
I  fwear  the  Laocoon  is  not  fo  fine ; 
Had  I  choice  of  the  two,  this,  I'm  clear,  would  be 

mine. 

The  fubjecl:  more  pleafing ! — exprefiion  ftill  higher ! — 
This  long-hidden  treafure  where  could  you  acquire  ? 

MR.    BERIL. 

I  owe  it  to  chance,  to  acknowledge  the  truth, 
And  a  princely  and  brave  Neapolitan  youth, 
Whom  I  luckily  fav'd,  in  a  villainous  ftrife, 
From  the  dagger  of  jealoufy,  aim'd  at  his  life. 
The  work  was  dug  up  on  his  father's  eftate, 
And,  knowing  my  paflion  for  marble  is  great, 
He  nobly  has  fent  me  the  gift  in  your  view, 
In  return  for  what  accident  led  me  to  do. 

LORI* 
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LORD   SEE  WELL. 

'Tis  the  firft  piece  of  fculpture  perhaps  on  the  earth, 
And  I  hardly  know  how  to  appreciate  its  worth ; 
But  if  ever  you  wifh  to  difpofe  of  the  treafurc, 
I'll  accept  it  at  three  thoufand  guineas  with  pleafure. 

MR.    B  E  R  i  L. 

My  Lord,  you  now  fpcak  with  that  liberal  fpirit 
Which  you  ever  difplay  when  you  eftimate  merit. 
Tho'  I  own  works  of  art,  of  fuch  high  eftimation, 
Seem  but  ill  to  agree  with  my  fortune  and  (ration, 
Yet  thefe  figures  at  prefent  I  wifh  to  retain, 
Tho'  the  wifh  may  appear  oftentatious  and  vain. 
But,  my  Lord,  if  they  e'er  change  their  matter  anew, 
They  (hall  find  a  more  worthy  pofleflbr  in  you. 

LADY  HA  R.  RIOT. 

Well !  ye  dear  connoilleurs  !  you  amaze  me,  I  own, 
By  the  value  you  fet  on  this  forrowful  flone. 
I  indeed  can  believe  'tis  a  fine  piece  of  art ; 
But  to  buy  it  for  furniture  ! — as  to  nay  part, 
I'd  as  foon  o'er  my  houfe  thrc\v  a  fepulchre's  gloom, 
And  purchafe  from  Weftminfter-  Abbey  a  tomb. 

LORD  SE  E  WELL. 

You're  a  \vild  idle  gipfy,  and  paft  all  correcting  ; 
Yo;:  have  nut  the  baft  rclifh  for  what  is  afFe&ing. 

*  LADY 
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LADY  HARRIOT. 

That's  your  fault,  dear  Papa ; — but  my  fifler,  you  foe, 
Makes  ample  amends  for  this  failing  in  me  ; 
She  gazes,  like  you,  with  fuch  ferious  delight, 
That  fhe's  half  turn'd  to  marble  herfelf  by  the  fight : 
I  vow  it  has  made  her  unable  to  fpeak, 
And  has  drawn  a  cold  tear  down  her  petrified  cheek. 

LADY  FRANCES. 
Pray  !  my  dear,  don't  expofe  me  ! 
MR.   B  E  R  i  L. 

O  feek  not  to  hide 

» 

What  nature  defign'd  your  chief  beauty  and  pride  ! — 
With  different  charms  fhe  enriches  the  earth  ; 
To  your  fitter  fhe  gave  the  fweet  dimples  of  mirth ; 
And,  that  each  in  her  province  no  rival  may  find, 
All  the  foft  penfive  graces  to  you  fhe  ailign'd. 

LADY   HARRIOT. 

Believe  me,  you  fhine,  Mr.  Beril,  moft  brightly, 
In  the  delicate  fcience  of  praifing  politely  ; 
In  which  many  beaux  are  fo  favagely  ftupid, 
They  a  fcalping-knife  take  for  the  weapon  of  Cupid  j 
And  to  tickle  one  nymph,  bafely  flafh  every  other.— 
Well !  dear  Frances,  how  are  you  ? 
VOL.  VI.  I  LADY, 
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LADY  FRANCES. 

Indeed  I  can't  fmother 
What  I  feel  in  furveying  this  wonder  of  art ; 
It  has  fomething  which  takes  fuch  faft  hold  of  the 

,  heart. 

In  the  faint  dying  wife  fuch  a  fond  refignation ! 
In  the  poor  widow'd  hufband  fuch  wild  agitation  f 
Such  forrow  !  fuch  anguifh  !  fuch  love  to  Alceftis  ! 

LADY  HARRIOT. 

That  is  true ;  but  I  know  the  whole  ftory  a  jeft  is  ; 
And  Admetus  I  think  fuch  a  fhuffling  poltroon, 
That  he  moves  me  no  more  than  (he  man  in  the  moon. 
A  pitiful  fellow  !  to  live,  in  his  cafe, 
And  let  his  poor  wife  pafs  the  Styx  in  his  place  ! 
Modern  hufbands,  indeed,  I  believe  would  be  merry. 
If  their  wives  in  their  ftead  would  crofs  over  that  ferry. 

MR.    B  E  R  i  L. 
But  perhaps,  Ma'am,  you  think  that  no  hulband  could 

find 
A  young  modern  wife  of  Alceftis's  mind  ? 

LADY  HARRIOT. 

No !  indeed,  my  good  Sir ! — Here's  my  dear  fitter  Fan, 
She'd  be  willing  to  die,  to  preferve  her  good  man  ; 

But 
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But  I  own,  for  myfelf,  I  fliould  doubt  and  demur, 
If  I  thought  my  fpoufe  wifh'd  his  own  trip  to  de- 
fer : 

Tho'  myfelf  to  his  fortunes  I'd  freely  devote, 
If  we  both  might  embark  at  one  time  in  the  boat, 
I  confefs  I  fhould  fcarce  be  fo  wondroufly  kind, 
As  to  fet  fail  myfelf,  but  to  leave  him  behind. 

HARRY  (entering.) 

Two  gentlemen,  Sir,  wifh  to  fee  you  below; 
Mr.  Carelefs  is  one. 

LORD  SEEWELL  (to  Mr.  Beril.). 
Harriot's  favourite  beau ! 
LADY  HARRIOT. 
Lord,  Papa !  Mr.  Beril  will  think  me  in  love. 

MR.   BERIL  (to  Harry.) 
Let  the  gentlemen  know  we  expecl:  them  above. 

[Exit  Harry, 
LORD  SEEWELL. 

Tom  and  Harriot  have  long  had  flirtations  together, 
But  their  courtihip  has  changeable  fits,  like  the  wea- 
ther : 

The  improvident  girl,  thinking  lovers  are  plenty, 
Declares  fhe  won't  wed  till  Qie's.paft  one-and-twenty  ; 
I  2  Nor 
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Nor  e'en  then  take  her  beau,  (in  her  charms  fuch  her 

truft  is) 

Unlefs  he  bids  fair  to  become'a  chief  juftice ; 
And  Tom  is  the  heir  of  too  large  an  eftate, 
To  load  his  gay  fpirit  with  law's  heavy  weight. — 
But  here  comes  our  young  lawyer,  to  urge  his  own 
plea ! 

Enter  Carelefs  and  Mr.  Cycle. 

MR.   BERIL. 
My  dear  Tom  !  how  d'ye  do  ?— My  good  ftars  !  can 

it  be?. 
Is  it  you,  my  dear  Cycle,  my  long-abfent  friend  I 

MR.   CYCLE. 
And  ftill  heartily  yours. 

MR.   BERIL. 

But  why  would  you  not  fend, 
And  of  your  affection  afford  me  a  proof, 
By  befpeaking  your  quarters  here  under  my  roof? 
However,  I'm  happy,  that  chance  is  fo  kind 
As  to  give  me  th'  occafion  I've  long  wifh'd  to  find, 
To  prefent  you  to  one,  who,  of  all  men  on  earth, 
Is  moft  able  to  judg&  of  your  genius  and  worth. -7-    ' 
My  dear  Lord,  to  your  notice  now  let  me  commend 
The  man  to  whofe  name  you're  already  a  friend  ! 

Behold 
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Behold  Mr.  Cycle ! 

LORD  SEEWELL. 

Dear  Sir,  le$  me  fay, 

That  I  often  have  wifh'd  for  this  fortunate  day, 
Which  makes  me  acquainted  with  one  whom  I  deem 
So  juftly  entitled  to  public  efteem  ; 
Whofe  writings  and  life  mew,  in  faireft  alliance, 
Philanthropical  virtue  and  genuine  fcience. 

MR.    CYCLE. 
My  good  Lord,  thefe  are  honours  far  more  than  my 

due, 

Yet  I  own  with  delight  I  receive  them  from  yo»  ; 
As  you're  led  to  o'er-rate  my  poor  merits,  I  feel, 
By  this  dear,partial  friend's  kind  affectionate  zeal. 

LORD  SEEWELL. 

He  indeed  is  your  friend — I  regard  his  applaufe ; 
But  to  wifh  your  acquaintance  I've  ftill  higher  caufe. 
Be  aflur'd  I  mail  think  my/elf  truly  your  debtor, 
If  you'll  give  me  the  pleafure  of  knowing  you  better. 
Either  Beril  or  Carelefs  will  guide  you  to  me ; 
I  have  fome  things  perhaps  it  may  pleafe  you  to  fee  j 
Yet  no  gem,  I  believe,  that's  fo  worthy  your  fight, 
As  a  ftatue  which  Beril  has  juft  brought  to  light. 
Allow  me  to  fhew  it  you —    . 

I  3  MR. 
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MR.    BERIL  (to  Lady  Frances.) 

Tour  tender  breaft, 

My  dear  Lady  Frances,  I  fear,  is  oppreft 
By  this  fculptur'd  diftrefs,  the  mere  creature  of  art, 
Yet  too  painful  a  fcene  for  fo  feeling  a  heart. 

LADY  FRANCES. 

No,  indeed  ! — at  firft  fight  tho'  it  made  my  veins  thrill, 
And  I  felt  thro'  my  bofom  a  cold  icy  chill, 
That  impreflion  once  over,  I  view  it  again 
With  a  foothing  delight,  unembitter'd  by  pain. 
LADY   HARRIOT  (to  Carelefs.) 
And  pray,  Sir,  from  which  court  of  juftice  come  you? 

CARELESS. 

From  the  worfhipful  court  of  wife  Madam  Bijou  ; 
Where,  blind  as  old  Themis,  fhe  utters  decrees 
On  the  price  of  fluff 'd  parrots  and  petrified  trees, 

LADY   HARRIOT. 

O  you  mifchievous  creature  !  you  certainly  mean, 
By  the  found  of  her  name  to  awaken  my  fpleen : 
You  know  that  the  thought  of  her  fickens  me  quite, 
And  that  I  at  her  houfe  muft  do  penance  to-night. 

CARELESS. 

Then  I  VQW  I'll  be  there,  if  it's  only  to  fee 
-  How  Mortification  and  you  may  agree  : 

Even 
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Even   that  gloomy   fpright   muft   appear  with  fomc 

grace, 
If  it  lurks  in  the  lines  of  fo  lively  a  face. 

LADY   HARRIOT. 

All  my  gaiety  dies  when  her  prefence  I  come  in ; 
No  cramp-fifh  could  give  me  a  fhock  fo  benumbing— 
She's  my  utter  averfion — 

LORD   SEEWELL. 

Pray  tell  me,  my  dear, 
Of  whom  do  you  fpeak  in  a  ftyle  fo  fevere  ? 

LADY   HARRIOT. 
Of  your  friend,  dear  Papa,  your  good  Mrs.  Bijou. 

LORD  SEEWELL. 

That's  ungrateful,  dear  Harriot — (he's  civil  to  you  ; 
And  you  Ihould  not  indulge  a  fatyrical  vein. 

LADY    HARRIOT. 

You  forget,  my  dear  Sir,  how- you  often  complain 
That  her  low  little  pride,  and  nonfenfical  whim, 
Have  reduc'd  your  old  friend  to  a  pitiful  trim ; 
And  I  think  fhe  has  made  him  fo  gloomy  a  flave, 
She  has  pent  her  good  man  in  Trophonius's  cave. 
Such  to  him  was  the  temple  of  Hymen  ;  for  after 
He  enter'd  its  veftibule, — farewell  to  laughter. 

I  4  LORD 
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LORD   SEEWELL. 

Why,  Harriot !  you  really  are  quite  acrimonious  : 
But  if  you  call  wedlock  the  cave  of  Trophonius, 
Have  a  care,  if  that  cavern  you  chance  to  ftep  near  ! 
You  love  laughing  too  well  to  refign  it,  my  dear. 

LADY  HARRIOT." 

And  therefore,  tho'  woo'd  like  the  nymph  of  Tobofo, 
I  never  will  marry  an  old  virtuofo," 
Who  thinks  himfelf  bleft  wkh   tafte,  fcience,  and 

worth,  -,.i-£9**' 

Becaufe  he  picks  up  all  the  odd  things  on  earth.— 
When  a  paffion  for  art,  or  for  nature,  is  join'd 
With  a  warm  friendly  heart,  and  a  liberal  mind, 
I  refpeft  the  pure  tafte  which  that  union  produces, 
Free  from  vanity's  fordid  fantaftic  abufes. 
Tho'  I  do  not  poilefs  it,  I  fee  and  commend 
Such  tafte,  dear  Papa,  both  in  you  and  your  friend  j 
But  I  view  with  an  utter  contempt,  I  confefs, 
Thofe  who  awkwardly  ape  what  you  really  poflefs  : 
And  for  Mrs.  Bijou,  fhe  has  juft  as  much  foul 
As  a  monkey,  who  carries  queer  things  to  its  hole  : 
She  with  wonderful  gufto,  half  Gothic,  half  Dutch, 
Like  an  old  fquirrel,  hides  all  fhe  can  in  her  hutch. 

CARELESS. 
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CARELESS. 

An  excellent  portrait !  and  true,  I  proteft, 
For  I've  juft  had  a  peep  at  the  old  fquirrel's  nefl. 

LADY   HARRIOT. 
Pray,  fince  we  together  her  clofet  infpefted, 
What  whimfical  rarities  has  (he  colle&ed  ? 

CARELESS. 

O,  before  I  could  count  half  the  baubles  fhe  buys, 
I  could  tell  you  the  name,  of  each  ftar  in  the  fkies  : 
Her  fphere  is  too  wide  for  rrfy  genius  to  fcan  it ; 
But  I  know  what  fhe  reckons  her  Georgian  planet, 
Her  newly-found  ftar — which  to-night,  if  you're  free, 
Thro'  a  glafs  fhe  perhaps  may  allow  you  to  fee. 

LADY   HARRIOT. 

What  wonder  is  this  ? — is  it  flefh,  fifh,  or  fowl  ? 
A  Lilliput  dog  ?  or  a  Brobdignag  owl  ? 
Or  is  it  a  remnant  from  Jofeph's  odd  coat  ? 

CARELESS. 

It  is  fomething  once  held  by  a  perfon  of  note 
In  our  ifland  ;  and  now  I  defy  you  to  guefs. 

LADY   HARRIOT. 
Is  it  Eflex's  ring  ?  or  the  ruff  of  Queen  Befs  ? 
Or  Alfred's  cake-toafter  ?  or  Rizzio's  fiddle  ? 
Pray  tell  me  !•— 1  hate  to  be  teaz'd  by  a  riddle. 

CARELESS. 
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CARELESS. 

In  fhort,  'tis  a  night-cap,  not  worth  half  a  groat, 
Which  fhe  for  a  guinea  has  luckily  bought ; 
Becaufe  this  old  fragment  of  worfted,  fhe  vows, 
Once  ferv'd  as  a  crown  for  poor  Chatterton's  brows  : 
Tho'  I  think  we  fhould  find,  if  we  knew  the  whole  truth, 
That  the  cap  was  ne'er  feen  by  that  wonderful  youth. 

LADY   HARRIOT. 

Now,  Chatterton  !  boaft,  that  thy  ill-fated  verfe 
Can  teach  antiquarians  to  open  their  purfe  ! 
Yet  hadft  thou,  in  mifery,  fu'd  for  that  guinea, 
Its  miftrefs  had  calPd  thee  a  vain  rhyming  ninny  ; 
And  prov'd,  to  thy  grief,  by  the  ftyle  of  her  giving, 
Virtuofo's  have  little  efleem  for  the  living. 

LORD    S  E  E  \v  E  L  L. 

Come,  Harriot  !  I  mujl  flop  the  tide  of  your  wit, 
Tho'  you're  now  on  a  topic  you  don't  Icve  to  quip. 

(To  Mr.   Beril.) 
We  mujl  take  our  leave — Many  thanks  for  our  plca- 

fure. — 

Mr.  Cycle,  remember  ! — your  firft  day  of  leifure  ' — • 
You  fha'n't  ftir,  my  dear  Beril,  you  fha'n't  leave  your 

friend  ; 
Here  is  Carelefs,  you  know,  on  the  girls  to  attend. 

Let 
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Let  us  fee  you  together,  and  fhortly  ! — Adieu  ! 

LADY    HARRIOT  (to  Carelefs,  afide.) 
Below  let  me  whifper  a  few  words  to  you  ! 
Mr.  Beril  and  Mr.  Cycle. 

MR.    BERIL. 

Well,  my  worthy  old  frien-J,  I  rejoice  you  are  here, 
And  that  now  you  are  known  to  that  excellent  peer ; 
Who,  free  from  all  pride,  affectation,  and  vanity, 
Unites  ufeful  virtue  to  pleafing  urbanity ; 
Plain,  fimple,  fincerc,  yet  of  judgment  refin'd, 
And  fond  of  the  arts,  as  they're  friends  to  mankind  ; 
Ennobled  much  lefs  by  his  birth  than  his  fpirit, 
The  model  of  Honor,  and  patron  of  Merit! 
But  how  have  you  done  for  this  age  ?  and  what  plan, 
For  the  profit  of  fcience,  or  fervice  of  man, 
Brings  you  now  from  your  fav'rite  fequefter'd  re- 
treat ? 

Whate'er  the  occafion,  I'm  glad  that  we  meet ; 
Tho'  I  meant  to  be  with  you  ere  next  fummer's  fun. 

MR.   CYCLE. 

I  know,  my  dear  Beril,  that  you  are  not  one 
Whofe  welcome  will  fuddenly  fink  into  forrow, 
When  I  tell  you,  I  now  viiit  London  to  borrow. 

4  MR. 
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MR.   BERIL. 

If  I'm  able  to  levy  the  fum  you  require, 
The  world  can  fcarce  give  me  a  pleafure  much  higher, 
Than  that  of  afiifting  a  friend,  to  whofe  mind 
I  have  infinite  debts  of  a  far  deeper  kind. 
I  can  never  forget  what  I  owe  to  your  care, 
In  the  frenzy  of  defolate  love  and  defpair  ; 
When  my  reafon  had  yielded  to  paflion's  wild  ftrife, 
Your  friendfbip  alone  reconcil'd  me  to  life. 
But  tell  me,  dear  Cycle,  what  fum  will  fuffice  ? 

MR.   CYCLE. 

You  muft  know,  I  have  lately  been  led  to  devife 
A  ^cheme  for  the  poor — 

MR.   BERIL. 

My  dear  friend,  at  your  leifurc 
Til  hear  your  benevolent  projects  with  pleafure  j 
But  farther  difcourfe  you  muft  let  me  prevent, 
On  the  fource  of  your  wants,  till  I  know  their  extent ; 
Forindeed  I  can't  reft,  till  I'm  happily  fure 
That  whatever  you  wifli  I  have  means  to  procure. 

MR.   CYCLE. 

Not  to  keep  you  in  doubt,  then,  my  dear  ardent  friend, 
Two  thoufand,  I  fancy,  will  ajifwer  my  end  : 

The 
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The  one  I  am  promis'd  to-day  from  Bijou  ; 
For  the  other,  I  own,  I've  depended  on  you. 

MR.   B  E  R  i  L. 

And  why  not  allow  me  to  furnifh  the  whole  ?— 
Poor  Bijou  has  a  wife  with  no  liberal  foul  ; 
If  any  demur  in  that  quarter  you  fee, 
I  entreat  you  to  take  all  you  wim  for  of  me. 
But  of  this  more  anon — here  is  Carelefs  return 'd« 

Mr.  Beril,  Mr.  Cycle,  and  Carelefs. , 

CARELESS. 

Well !  my  worthy  philofopher,  a'n't  you  concern 'd 
To  find  our  friend  ftill  unfupply'd  with  a  wife, 
Thus  forni'd  as  he  is  for  the  conjugal  life  ? 
As  you're  fond  of  new  fchemes  for  the  good  of  ths 

nation, 

I'll  recommend  one  to  your  confideratlon  j 
To  revive  wedded  love,  that  old,  obfolete  paffion, 
And  bring  honeft  Hymen  again  into  fafhion  ! 

MR.   CYCLE. 

In  truth,  my  dear  Tom,  I  am  quite  of  your  mind, 
There  is  no  better  fcheme  for  the  good  of  mankind ; 
And  nothing,  I  know,  that  could  give  it  more  weight, 
Than  the  grace  which  our  friend  would  beftewon  that 

ftate. 

3  MR. 
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MR.   BERIL. 

You  are  merry,  good  friends ! — I  fubfcribe  to  your  joke— • 
My  gravity's  fit  for  the  conjugal  yoke  ! 

CARELESS. 

I  am  ferious,  indeed,  and  have  often  declar'd, 
That  had  I  a  fifter,  for  wedlock  prepar'd, 
Of  all  men  in  the  world,  if  you'd  deign  to  embrace  her, 
In  your  arms  it  would  make  me  moft  happy  to  place  her. 
But  you're  courted  too  much  to  be  eafily  won  ; 
He,  whom  many  arc  fond  of,  can  fix  upon  none. 

MR.   BERIL. 

Indeed,  my  dear  Tom,  you  are  wrong  on  this  theme.—- 
In  return  for  a  proof  of  your  cordial  efteem, 
I'll  tell  you  the  reafon,  with  franknefs  and  truth, 
Why  no  nymph  has  fupply'd  the  loft  love  of  my  youth  : 
There  is  ohe,  whofe  mild  virtue  and  elegant  grace, 
The  dear  girl  1  deplore  in  my  heart  might  replace  j 
But  my  fortune's  too  humble  for  her  rank  of  life, 
Tho'  flie  may  be  your  fijler^  {he  can't  be  my  wife. 

CARELESS. 
Would  you  wed  Lady  Frances  ? 

M  R.    CYCLE. 

The  lady  I've  feen  ?•— 
She  is  like  poor  Sophia  in  features  and  mien. 

MR. 


A  COMEDY,  IN  RHYME.  127 

MR.    B  E  R  i  L. 

You  are  right,  mydear  friend; — it  was  that  very  thought 
Led  my  heart  to  attach  itfelf more  than  it  ought: 
But  my  reafon  confiders  her  rank  and  her  ftation, 
And  forbids  me  to  form  any  ralh  expectation. 
Nor  would  I  attempt  to  engage  her  affection, 
Without  the  leaft  hope  of  our  happy  connexion. 

CARELESS. 

More  honor  than  forefight  you  fhew  by  this  ftrain. 
Be  bold  ! — there  is  nothing  you  may  not  attain. — 
More  of  this  when,  we  meet  ! — I  muft  now  fay  adieu. 

MR.   CYCLE. 
So  muft  I — for  you  know  my  appointment  at  two,- 

MR.    B  E  R  i  L. 

But  I  hope,  my  good  friends,  you  will  both   dine 
with  me. 

MR.    CYCLE. 
For  myfelf,  I'll  return  to  you  foon  after  three. 

CARELESS. 

I  am  griev'd  to  refufe  fuch  a  frank  invitation  : 
But  to  tell  you  the  truth— I've  a  kind  affignation. 

MR.    B  E  R  i  L. 
Love  and  pleafure  attend  you  ! 

CARELESS. 
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CARELESS. 

Dear  Beril,  adieu ! 
Let  us  all  meet  to-night  at  the  houfe  of  Bijou  ! 

[Exeunt. 

<Tbe  Drawing  Room  of  Mrs.  Bijou. 
MRS.  BIJOU  (f peaking  as  Jhe  enters . ) 
Look  over  the  ftair-cafe  !  and  tell  me  who  knocks  ! 

JOAN  (entering.) 
Mr.  Varnifli  is  come,  with  a  thing  in  a  box. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

A  thing  in  a  box  ! — You're  a  horrible  Goth  : 
But  as  you're  to  leave  me,  I'll  ftifle  my  wrath.    ^ 
'Tis  a  picture,  you  oaf! — bid  him  bring  it  to  me. 

[Et'tt  Joan. 

Some  cabinet  jewel  I  now  hope  to  fee. 
This  intelligent  Varnifli  my  patronage  .courts, 
And  I  get  the  firft  peep  at  whate'er  he  imports. 
Airs.  Bijou  and  Mr.  Varnifli. 

MRS.   BIJOU. 
Well,  Varnifh ! 

MR.   VARNISH. 
Dear  Madam,  with  moft  humble  duty, 
I  have  brought  you  a  gem  of  unparagon'd  beauty. 

MRS, 
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MRS.    BIJOU. 
Good  Varnifti !  what  is  it  ? 

MR.    VARNISH. 

An  exquiiite  Titian. 
You  never  faw  one  in  fuch  brilliant  condition. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 
And  what  is  the  fubje&  ? 

MR.  VARNISH  (opening  the  Cafe. ) 

Now,  Ma'am,  I'll  difplay  it.— 

•  Here's  a  feaft  for  the  eye  that  knows  how  to  furvey  it ! 
Here's  a  Jofeph  !  —  I  ne'er  faw  his  like  in  my  life. 
And  pray,  Ma'am,  obferve  what  a*  Potiphar's  wife  ! 
How  chafte  the  defign  !  yet  the  colours  how  warm ! 
What  tints  in  each  face  !  and  what  life  in  each  form  ! 
Pra.y  !  Madam,  remark  how  he  ftruggles  to  fly  ! 
We  hear  him  exclaiming,    "  No,  Miftrefs  !  not  I !" 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

It  feems  very  fine,  and  has  ftriking  expreffion. — 
Was  it  ever  in  any  great  perfon's  pofleffion  ? 

MR.    VARNISH. 

Not  a  foul  here  has  feen  it,  except  a  poor  Peer, 
For  whom  it  was  bought : — but,  alas  !  'twas  too  dear. 

His  fteward,  my  friend but  I  muft  not  be  rafh, 

And  betray  a  good  Earl,  with  more  gufto  than  cafh.— 
VOL.  VI.  K  Our 
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Our  Lords  are  all  poor,  and  fo  ruin'd  my  trade  is1, 
I  fhould  ftarve,  were  it  not  for  you  well-judging  ladies. 
There's  my  old  Lady  Ogle-nud,  had  fhe  a  peep, 
Would  certainly  buy  it  before  fhe  would  fleep  : 
But  having  receiv'd  many  favours  from  you, 
I  made  it  a  point  you  (hould  have  the  firft  view. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 
I  thank  you,  good  Varnifh. — But  what  is  the  price  ? 

MR.    VARNISH. 

She'd  give  me  a  thoufand,  I  know,  in  a  trice, 
And  buy  fome  companions  befides,  if  I  had  'em ; 
But  I'll  leave  it  with  you  for  eight  hundred,  dear 
Madam. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 
Eight  hundred  ! — Sure,  Varnilh,  that  fum  is  too  much. 

MR.    VARNISH. 

Dear  Madam,  obferve  what  a  delicate  touch  ! 
See  how  finely  'tis  pencil'd  !  and  what  prefervation ! 
There?  is  not,  I  know,  fuch  a  gem  in  the  nation ; 
And  Italy  has  not  a  brighter,  I'm  fure. 
The  figures  fo  glowing  !  the  ftory  fo  pure  ! — 
Good  ladies  would  never  have  wandering  fpoufes, 
If  they'd  only  hang  fubjeds  like  this  in  their  houfes. 

MRS. 
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MRS.    BIJOU. 

I  proteft,  your  remark  is  ingenious  and  new  : 
You  have  gufto  in  Morals  as  well  as  Virtu. 

MR.  VARNISH  (afide.) 

I  have  hopes  that  my  hint  will  aflift  our  tranfaction, 
For  the  old  dame  is  jealous,  they  fay,  to  diftra&ion. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

Well !  I  own,  Mr.  Varnifh,  your  picture  is  fine.— 
If  my  hufband  is  rich,  it  fhall  quickly  be  mine. 
Here  he  comes  to  decide  it. 

Enter    Mr.    Bijou. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

My  dear,  here's  a  fight ! 
You  are  luckily  come  to  complete  my  delight. 
Mr.  Varnifh  has  been  fo  exceedingly  kind, 
As  he  knows  on  a  Titian  I've  long  fet  my  mind, 
To  bring  me  the  fineft  I  ever  furvey'd  : 
And  as  we  have  often  befriended  his  trade, 
He  offers  to  leave  it  a  bargain  with  us. 

MR.    BIJOU. 

Its  merit  or  price  it  is  vain  to  difcufs : 
Tho'  the  picture  poflefles  fo  tempting  an  air, 
At  prefent,  my  dear,  I've  no  money  to  fpare. 

K  2  MRS. 
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MRS.    BIJOU. 

Mr.  Varnifh,  pray  ftep  in  the  parlour  below  ! 
Our  final  refolve  you  {hall  prefently  know. 

MR.   VARNISH. 

Dear  Madam,  for  hours  I'll  wait  on  your  pleafure  > 
And  I  beg  you  will  note  all  its  beauties  at  leiliire. 

(Afide^  as  he  goes  out.) 

Now  fuccefs  to  the  fex  !  —  Be  this  ftruggle  more  glo- 
rious ! 
May  the  Jofeph  be  kind  !  and  the  Lady  vi&orious  ! 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

My  deareft,  you'll  not  let  the  picture  depart, 
When  you  fee  it  has  taken  fuch  hold  on  my  heart ! — 
I  really  can't  reft,  till  a  Titian  we've  got, 
That  we  may  have  fomething  Lord  Seewell  has  not. 
And  as  we  expect  him,  you  know,  here  to-night, 
I  would  fhew  him  this  piece  with  triumphant  de- 
light. 

MR.    BIJOU. 

I  love  to  indulge  all  your  wifhes,  my  dear ; 
But  I'm  quite  out  of  cafli. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

Nay !  Bijou  !  I  am  clear 

You 
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You  have  now  all  I  want  in  your  pocket.-— Come ! 

come  ! 

I  know  you  went  out  to  receive  a  lar£e  fum ; 
And  ftill  have  it  about  you. — I  vow  I  will  look. — 
Here  it  is  ! — here  are  notes  in  this  little  red  book. 

[Takes  out  his  Pocket-Book. 
MR.   BIJOU. 
Indeed,  I  muft  beg  you  that  book  to  releafe  ! 

MRS.   BIJOU. 

Here  are  ten,  I  declare,  of  an  hundred  apiece'! — 
I'll  take  juft  enough,  and  reftore  you  the  reft. 

MR.    BIJOU. 

I  can't  fuffer  this  freedom,  my  .dear,  I  proteft ; 
For  the  notes  are  not  mine,  they  belong  to  a  friend. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

To  afriend ! — O !  Iguefs,  Sir,  to  whom  you  would  lend. 
Your  fly-looking  gueft,  Mr.  Cycle's  the  man  ; 
I  know  he  was  here  on  a  borrowing  plan. — 
Throw  your  thoufand  away  on  a  charity  bubble  ! 
And  leave  your  poor  wife  to  vexation  and  trouble  ! 

MR.    BIJOU.       • 
Nay  !  my  dear,  be  not  vex'd  !  — you  '  have   mifun- 

derftood  : 
The  fum  will  be  fafe,  and  the  intereft  good. 

K  3  Mas. 
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M.R  S.     BlJOU. 

And  what  is  the  pitiful  profit  you'll  raife, 
Compar'd  to  the  tranfport  with  which  we  fhould  gaze 
On  the  picture  my  fondnefs  would  have  you  poflefs, 
For  reafons  the  pureft  that  wife  can  profefs  ? 
Unkind  as  you  are  !— I  have  reafons  above 

Even  profit  and  pleafure the  reafons  of  love. 

JTis  my  aim,  by  this  modeft  production  of  art, 
To  ftrengthen  your  virtue  and  chaften  your  heart. 
If  you  daily  furvey  an  example  fo  bright, 
This  model  of  continence  ever  in  fight, 
No  naughty  young  women  will  tempt  you  to  wander, 
But  your  truth  and  your  love  will  grow  firmer  and 
.      fonder. 

MR.    BIJOU. 

What  a  tender  idea  ! — how  virtuoufly  kind  ! 
What  affection  and  tafte  !  by  each  other  refin'd  ! 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

But  if  for  a  poor  and  a  foolifh  projector, 
You  can  thwart  a. fond  wife,  can  afflict  and  neglect 

her 

Go  !  go  !  I  fhall  weep,  while  abroad  you  may  roam, 
That  your  charity  has  no  beginning  at  home. 

MR. 
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MR.    BIJOU. 
It  begins,  and  fhall  end    there. — I'm   melted,   my 

dear  !— 

You  may  keep  all  the  notes  ! — Let  me  kifs  off  that 
tear ! 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

Now  again  you're  my  own,  dear,  delightful  Bijou  ! 
And  the  Titian  is  mine,  and  my  love  will  be  true  ! 

[Exit  in  great  bafte. 
MR.    BIJOU  (alone.} 

Such  virtuous  endearments  v/hat  heart  could  refift  ? 
Yet  I  fear  by  poor  Cycje  this  fuzn  will  be  mifs'd. 
And  what  fhall  J  fay  for  the  failure  ? — In  footh, 
I  think  'twill  be  faireft  to  tell  him  the  truth  : 
And,  fage  as  he  is,  he  perhaps  too  has  felt 
That  gold,  at  the  breath  of  a  woman,  will  melt. — 
As  I  live,  here  he  is  !  and  I  look  rather  fmall, 
With  a  pocket  fo  empty,  to  anfwer  his  call. 
Enter  Mr.  Cycle. 
M  R.    B  i  j  o  u. 

Mr.  Cycle,  you're  come,  and  I'm  really  confus'd  ; 
But  I  know  the  mifchance  will  by  you  be  excus'd. 
In  notes  I  had  got  you  the  thoufand  complete, 

They  were  all  in  this  pocket 

K  4  MR. 
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MR.    CYCLE. 

The  thieves  of  the  ftreet 
Have  not  pick'd  it,  I  hope,  in  the  buflle  of  ftrife  ? 

MR.    Bijpu. 

It  was  pick'd,  I  confefs,  by  the  hand  of  my  wife  j 
But  for  reafons  fo  pure,  in  fo  tender  a  mode 

MR.    CYCLE. 
I  am  happy  the  fum  is  fo  juftly  beftow'd. 

MR.    BIJOU. 
I  know  you'll  forgive,  when  I  come  to  explain. 

MR.    CYCLE. 

Dear  Bijou  !  let  me  fave  you  at  once  from  that  pain; 
And  aflure  you,  with  truth,  that  I  now  really  come 
As  ready  to  quit,  as  to  take  up  the  fum ; 
Since  Beril's  fo  kind,  that,  without  my  defire, 
He  has  pffer'd  me  all  that  my  wants  can  require. 

MR.   Btjou. 

"  I  proteft,  I  am  glad  you  have  found  fuch  a  friend ; 
But  if  you  hereafter  fhould  wifh  me  to  lend, 
I  beg  you  will  call  without  fcruple  on  me. — • 
Your  worthy  friend  Beril  to-night  we  fhall  fee ; 
And  Seewcll,  in  gufto  the  firft  of  our  Earls, 
Will  be  here  with  his  daughters,  two  delicate  girls ! 

To 
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To  prove,  my  good  friend,  your  forgivenefs  is  hearty, 
Let  me  hope  you  will  kindly  make  one  of  the  party ! 

MR.    CYCLE. 
Moft  chearfully ! 

MR.    BIJOU. 
Well ! — I  am  griev'd,  I  mufl  fay, 
That  I  cannot  detain  you  to  dinner  to-day; 
But  to  tell  you  the  truth,  when  for  thefe  gala  nights 
My  wife  is  preparing  to  fhew  her  fine  fights, 
She  fpends  fo  much  time  in  adjufting  her  ihelves, 
That  we  take  a  cold  fnap  in  the  kitchen  ourfelves. 
So  I'm  fure  you'll  excufe  it. 

MR.    CYCLE. 

Your  reafon  is  ftrong ; 
And  I'm  forry,  my  friend,  I've  intruded  fo  long. 

MR.    BIJOU.    > 
We  have  time  enough  yet — do  not  hurry  away  ! 

MR.    CYCLE. 
It  really  grows  late. 

MR.    BIJOU. 

I  won't  prefs  you  to  ftay, 

As  at  night  o'er  our  concert  you'll  come  to  prefide.— 
I  am  heartily  glad  all  your  wants  are  fupply'd. 

MR. 
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MR.   CYCLE. 

Indeed,  I  believe  you,  my  honeft  Bijou  ! 
So,  till  night,  fare  you  well  ! 

MR.    BIJOU. 

My  dear  Cycle,  adieu  ! 

End  of  ACT     II. 


ACT         III. 
SCENE    I. 

Lord  Seewell  and  Lady  Harriot. 

LADY    HARRIOT. 

"TTNEAR  Papa,  don't  betray  me  !  —  her  delicate  mind 
*^~*^  Would  be  wounded,  I  know,  and  would  think 

me  unkind  : 

So  far  from  allowing,  what  now  I  impart, 
She  herfelf  little  knows  the  true  ftate  of  her  heart. 

LORD   SEEWELL. 

Believe  me,  my  dear,  I  with  pleafure  furvey 
The  fiilerly  fondnefs  you  warmly  difplay. 

But 
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But  you,  who  for  others  fo  fenfibly  feel, 
May  here  be  the  dupe  of  affectionate  zeal ; 
And  I  hope  you're  miftaken. 

LADY  HARRIOT. 

My  dear  Sir,  obferve ! 

You  may  trace  her  attachment  in  every  nerve  : 
If  I  name  Mr.  Beril  in  fome  idle  tale, 
Poor  Fanny  will  blufh,  and  as  often  turn  pale. 
In  his  abfence  ftill  more  and  more  penfive  me  grows, 
Yet  thinks  not  from  whence  her  uneafinefs  flows. 
And  when  he  returns,  tho'  her  pleafure  is  meek, 
Yet  the  glow  of  content  may  be  feen  on  her  cheek  5 
And  her  heart,  as  if  fully  confol'd  by  his  fight, 
Appears  to  repofe  in  a  tranquil  delight. 
Dear  Papa,  you'll  perceive,  if  you'll  open  your  eyes, 
That  from  none  but  herfelf  me  her  love  can  difguife. 
One  other  exception  perhaps  we  may  find, 
As  I  think  Mr.  Beril  is  equally  blind, 
And  robb'd,  like  hedelf,  of  the  talent  of  feeing, 
By  that  diffident  love,  which  denies  its  own  being. 

LORD   SEEWELL. 

I  hope  this  attachment,  which  neither  has  fhewn, 
Exifts,  my  good  girl,  in  your  fancy  alone. 

LADY 
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LADY  HARRIOT. 

Why  fo,  mjr  dear  Sir  ? — Should  it  prove  as  you  fear, 
I  hope,  dear  Papa,  that  you  won't  be  fevere. 
Confider  the  delicate  frame  of  my  fifter  ! 
But  I  know  you've  a  heart  that  can  never  refift  her, 
If  you  once  clearly  fee  fhe  has  fixt  her  affe&ion, 
Tho'  fhe  own  not  her  wifhes  for  fuch  a  connection  ; 
As  you  know  that  her  nature's  fo  modeft  and  meek, 
She  would  die  from  concealment  before  fhe  would 

fpeak. 

I  have  ftrength  to  encounter  the  crofTes  of  life, 
And  to  make  my  part  good,  as  a  daughter  or  wife  : 
But  our  gentle  fweet  Frances  is  ill-form'd  to  bear 
The  undeferv'd  load  of  vexation  and  care  ; 
And  therefore  fhould  wed,  unregardful  of  pelf, 
Ahufband  as  tender  and  mild  as  herfelf. 

LORD  SEE  WELL. 

Your  reafoning,  I  think,  is  not  perfectly  juft. 
In  the  kindnefs  of  Beril  perhaps  I  might  truft  ; 
But  the  motive  you  urge  for  this  union,  my  dear, 
Is  what,  I  confefs,  would  awaken  my  fear. 
As  you  fay,  your  mild  fifler  fhould  never  be  harrafs'd 
By  thofe  various  ills  with  which  life  is  embarrafs'd, 

I  fhould 
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I  fhould  guard  her  from  all  the  vexations  that  wait 
On  a  liberal  mind  with  a  narrow  eftate  : 
And  if  Beril  had  thoughts  of  becoming  my  fon, 
Had  I  not  more  objections,  yet  this  muft  be  one. 

LADY  HARRIOT. 

I'll  remove  it,  my  Lord,  for  indeed  this  is  all : 
As  you  think  they'll  be  pinch'd  by  an  income  too  fmall, 
You  fhall  add  to  their  fortune,  and  large  it  will  be, 
Two  thirds  of  the  portion  you've  deftin'd  for  me. 

LORD   SEEWELL. 

Dear  Harriot !  I'm  charm'd  with  thy  foul,  I  confefs; 
Thou'rt  a  generous  girl — to  a  noble  excefs. 

LADY  HARRIOT. 

To  that  name,  dear  Papa,  I've  no  title,  indeed, 
As  I  only  give  up  what  I  never  can  need. 
In  your  houfe  all  my  wants  will,  I  know,  be  fupply'd; 
And  if  I  fliould  leave  it,  as  Carelefs's  bride, 
The  liberal  heir  of  fo  large  an  eftate  , 

Will  not  grieve  that  my  fortune  has  funk  in  its  weight., 
Or  fhould  my  fwain  frown  at  the  change  in  my  purfe, 
He  may  e'en  take  old  Themis  for  better  for  worfe  ; 
For  tho',  I  confefs,  he  has  won  my  regard, 
Yet  the  knot  of  my  love  is  not  twifted  fo  hard, 

But 
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But  'twill  flip  in  a  moment,  if  ever  I  fee 

That  he's  rather  more  fond  of  my  purfe  than  of  me. 

LORD   SEEWELL. 
'Tis  a  pity,  the 'friendly  illufions  of  youth 
Cannot  inftantly  turn  into  fubftance  and  truth. 
Your  affectionate  fancy,  my  dear,  is  delighted 
With  the  dream  of  beholding  two  perfons  united, 
Whom  you  fondly  fuppofe  only  form'd  for  each  other. 

LADY   HARRIOT. 

I  fliould  like  Mr.  Beril,  I  own,  for  my  brother, 
Becaufe  I'm  convinc'd,  that  no  mortal  on  earth, 
In  manners,  in  temper,  in  tafte,  and  in  worth, 
Is  form'd  fo  exactly  to'  fuit  fuch  a  wife. 
On  their  lafting  attachment  I'd  venture  my  life. 

LORD   SEEWELL. 

Your  warm  heart,  my  good  girl,  your  young  judg- 
ment deceives, 

And  what  the  firft  wrfhes  the  fecond  believes. 
Dear  Harriot,  to  this  fancied  match  there  may  be 
Many  bars,  which  your  eyes  are  unable  to  fee  : 
A  miftrefs  conceal'd,  with  a  young  little  fry— 

LADY  HARRIOT. 
Should  an  angel  declare  it,  the  facl:  I'd  deny ; 

jo  For 
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For  had  Beril  been  loaded  with  fuch  a  connexion, 
In  his  eyes  I  had  never  perceiv'd  his  affection. 
But  I'll  prefently  folve  any  doubts  of  this  kind, 
As  I'm  foon  to  be  told  the  true  ftate  of  his  mind ; 

For  Carelefs  has  promis'd 

LORD  SEEWELL. 

O  fie  !  my  dear,  fie  T 

Your  intemperate  zeal  has  now  rifen  too  high. 
I  am  really  concern'd  at  your  great  indifcretion. 

LADY  HARRIOT. 
Nay  !  but  hear  me,  my  Lord  ! — I  have  dropt  no  ex- 

prefiion, 

No  !  not  one  fingle  hint,  that  could  truly  difcover 
Why  in  fuch  a  refearch  I  commiffion'd  my  lover  I 
Don't  think,  dear  Papa,  I'd  my  fifter  betray  !— • 
Enter   a   Servant. 

SERVANT. 

Mr.  Beril,  my  Lord,  fent  this  letter, 
LORD  SEEWELL. 

Staylftay! 
Does  any  one  wait  for  an  anfwer  below  ? 

SERVANT, 
No,  my  Lord,  the  man's  gone. 

LORD 
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LORD  SEE  WELL. 

Very  well !  you  may  go  ! 
[Exit  Servant. 
LADY  HARRIOT. 
Should  this  be  an  offer  ! — 'twould  give  me  great  plea- 

fure ; 

But  I  fear  he's  too  modeft  to  take  fuch  a  meafure.— 
Dear  Papa  !  does  he  venture  on  any  advances  ? 

LORD    SEE  WELL. 
There,  my  dear !  —  you'll  not  find  any  mention  of 

Frances ; 

And  I  think  by  the  note,  which  to  you  I  refign, 
Your  conjectures  are  not  fo  well  founded  as  mine. 
LADY  HARRioV  (peruftng  the  Letter.) 

«  Occafion    for    money. " "  The   ftatue   to 

you!" 

I'm  amaz'd — and  can  hardly  believe  it  is  true. 
He  never  would  part  with  fo  dear  a  pofleflion, 
But  for  fome  urgent  reafon. 

LORD  SEEWELL. 

You  fee  his  confeffion  : 

His  ftrong  call  for  money  is  frankly  declar'd ; 
And  I  fear  his  fmall  fortune  is  greatly  impair'd. 

LADY 
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LADY  HARRIOT. 

Thefe  tidings,  indeed,  give  me  real  concern  : 
But  the  fource  of  this  ftep  I  will  fpeedily  learn. 
Carelefs  foon  will  be  here. — I  will  make  him  difcover; 
And  till  we  know  all,  give  no  peace  to  my  lover.-— 
But  now,  my  dear  Lord,  by  this  note  you  may  find 
How  the  heart  of  my  fitter  is  really  inclin'd : 
I'm  convinc'd  this  will  prove  her  affe6tion  is  ftrbng* 
Here  fhe  comes  for  the  trial — pray  fee  if  I'm  wrong. 

LORD  SEE  WELL. 

Well,  my  dear,  I  will  try,  by  an  innocent  plot, 
If  your  fifter  has  really  this  paflion  or  not. 
Enter   Lady   Frances. 
LORD  SEEWELL. 

Dear  Fanny,  you're  come  our  concern  to  partake, 
For  we  both  are  much  griev'd  "for  our  friend  Beril's 
fake. 

LADY  FRANCES. 
Mr,  Beril !  dear  Sir,— Is  he  hurt  ?— Is  he  kill'd  ? 

LORD  SEEWELL. 

No  !— with  terrors  too  lively  your  bofom  is  filPd. 
My  dear,  how  you  tremble  ! — But  I  was  to  blame, 
To  raife  this  alarm  in  your  delicate  frame.  - 

VOL.  VI.  L  Ht 
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He  is  well  j  but  fome  crofles  of  fortune,  I  fear, 
Make  him  fell  what  he  juflly  confider'd  fo  dear. 
You  will  fee  by  this  letter. — 

(Afide,  to  Lady  Harriot.)  Ah,  Harriot,  'tis  fo; 
The  excefs  of  her  fear  from  affection  muft  flow  ! 

LADY  FRANCES. 

How  painful  to  him  muft  the  exigence  be, 
Which  extorts  from  his  hand  the  agreement  I  fee ' 
How  cruel !  for  him  to  relinquish  a  treafure, 
Whence  his  elegant  fpirit  deriv'd  fo  much  plcafure  f 
But  I  truft,  dear  Papa,  that  your  generous  mind 
Will  not  now  prefs  the  bargain  he  once  has  declin'd- ; 
And,  fcorning  to  profit  by  any  diftrefs, 
Will  not  catch  at  the  gem  he  ftill  ought  to  poflefs. 

LORD  SEEWELL. 

My  dear,  can  I  now,  what  I  offer'd,  withhold  ? 
And  fhould  I,  the  ftatue  no  lefs  would  be  fold. 

LADY  FRANCES. 

Perhaps,  if  you  chofe  half  its  value  to  lend, 
From  fo  galling  a  fale  you  might  refcue  your  friend"! 

LORD  SE E WEIL. 

I  am  pleas'd,  my  dear  girl,  with  your  fpirit,  I  own, 
But  thefe  are  bad  times  for  a  dangerous  loan ; 

I  And, 
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And,  to  tell  you  the  truth  in  this  knotty  affair5 

I  have  juft  at  this  crifis  no  money  to  fpare. 

But  I'll  frankly  explain  our  finances  to  you, 

And  you  fhall  inftruft  me  in  what  I  fhall  do.— - 

As  I've  feen  that  old  fathers,  tho'  reckon'd  moftYagCj 

Often  injure  a  child  by  the  frolicks  of  age, 

That  you  may  not  fuffer  from  follies  like  thefej 

I  have  juft  now  cohfign'd  to  the  care  of  truftees 

All  I've  fav'd  for  you  both  : — fo  if  I  prove  unfteady, 

You  are  fafe. — When  you  wed*  both  your  fortunes 

are  ready. 

L ADY  FRANCES. 

How  kind,  my  dear  Sir,  is  whatever  you  do ! 
But  no  child  was  e'er  hurt  by  a  parent  like  you. 

LADY  HARRIOT* 

I  muft  fmile,  dear  Papa,  at  your  terrors  of  flipping ; 
They  who  take  fuch  precautions  are  feldom  found 

tripping. 

But  if  in  old  age  your  philofophy  varies  ^ 
I  protefl  I'll  forgive  you  for  any  vagaries. 

LORP  SEE  WELL. 

Very  well,  Madam  Harriot !  remember  your  word  ! 
I  fhall  claim  your  indulgence,  if  e'er  I'm  abfurd. 

L  2  But 
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But  as  what  I  have  done  our  loofe  money  fecures, 
I  no  longer  can  touch  what  I've  firmly  made  yours. 

LADY  FRANCES. 
Let  the  fortune  of  Harriot  be  facred,  I  pray, 
For  not  very  diftant  is  her  wedding-day. 
But  as  /  am  convinc'd  I  fhall  not  wed  at  all, 
Let  my  portion,  Papa,  anfwer  every  call : 
I  muft  beg  you  to  look  on  it  flill  as  your  own  ; 
And  if  it  may  fcrve  for  fo  timely  a  loan, 
It  can't  give  me  morejoy,  whatfoever  my  ftation, 
Than  by  faving  your  friend  from  fuch  mortification. 

LORD  SEE  WELL. 

My  dear  girls  !  you  are  both  the  delight  of  my  life  : 
May  each  warm-hearted  daughter  be  bleft  as  a  wife  !— 
What  I  faid  vu.s  btc  meant  your  kind  fpirit  to  try, 
For  the  wants  of  our  friend  I  can  amply  fupply. 
Of  efteem  it  will  pleafe  me  to  give  him  a  proof, 
And  preferve  the  fine  ftatue  ftill  under  his  roof. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

SERVANT. 
Mr.  Carelefs,  niy  Lord ! 

LADY   HARRIOT. 

Now  the  whole  I  (hall  know. 

4  [Going. 

LORB 
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LORD  SEEWE  L  L. 
Stay'— 

SERVANT'. 
He  wi  flies  to  fee  Lady  Harriot  below. 

.LORD  SEE  WELL. 

Being  equally  anxious  this  point  to  difcover, 
We  will  all,  my  dear  Harriot,  attend  on  your  lover. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE,  the  Apartments  of  Mrs.  Bijou. 

MR.    BIJOU. 

Where  the  deuce  is  my  wife  ? — All  her  rarities  plac'd ! 
Her  apartments  adjufted  with  exquifite  tafte  ! 
Some  difafter  has  happen'd,  or  fhe  would  be  here, 
Where  fhe  ought  to  be  waiting  to  welcome  the  Peer  ; 
And  I  fancy  I  heard  her  in  anger  below. 

Enter  Mrs.  Bijou,  in  great  Agitation, 

MR.  BIJOU. 
What's  the  matter,  my  love  ? 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

O,  my  dear,  fuch  a  blow  ! 
I  really  had  fwoon'd,  if  vexation  and  wrath 
Had  not  quicken'd  my  fpirits,  to  fcold  at  the  Goth, 
That  awkward  old  Joan  ! — an  unmannerly  rriinx  ! 
Has  knock'd  off  the  nipple,  my  dear,  from  a  Sphinx  ; 
L3  And 
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And  now  on  our  chimney  it  cannot  be  plac'd, 
With  a  wound  fo  indelicate  maim'd  and  dif^rac'd. 
But  I've  happily  got  thefe  two  Griffins  of  gold, 
In  the  room  of  the  Sphinxes,  our  candles  to  hold, 

MR.   BIJOU. 

My  dear,  the  exchange  is  moft  lucky  and  right. 
For  a  Sphinx  is  an  awkward  difpenfer  of  light  j 
But  whether  your  Griffin's  of  gold  or  of  copper, 
A  flame  from  his  mouth  is  exceedingly  proper. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

By  your  leflbns,  my  love,  I  improve  in  Virtu  : 
All  the  gufto  I  have,  I  have  gather'd  from  you . — 
I  have  fixt  the  Great  Mummy,  my  dear,  to  the  wall, 
Left  the  pert  Lady  Harriot  fhould  give  him  a  fall  : 
She'd  be  glad  to  throw  down  my  old  king,  out  of  fpite  j 
And  I  would  not  be  vext  in  our  triumph  to-night. 
I  know  our  new  picture  will  ftir  up  her  gall, 
And  this  Titian  will  make  us  the  envy  of  all. 
My  dear,  don't  you  think  it  looks  well  by  this  light  ? 

MR.    BIJOU. 
The  colours,  indeed,  are  uncommonly  bright. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

What  a  beautiful  youth  is  this  Jofeph  ! — I  fwear, 
I  am  more  and  more  charm'd  with  his  delicate  air ; 

I  delight 
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1  delight  in  him  more  fince  I've  found,  dear  Bijoa, 
That  in  one  of  his  features  he's  very  like  you. 

MR.   BIJOU. 
Where  can  you,  my  dear,  any  likenefs  fuppofe  ? 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

I  proteft  he  has  gqt  the  true  turn  of  your  nofe  j 
Not  the  aquiline  curve,  but  a  little  Socratic : 
And  his  eye  flames  fire,  that  is  chaftly  ecftatic. — 
There's  a  rap  at  our  door  !  and  I  hope  my  Lord's  come. 
If  vexation  and  envy  do  not  ftrike  him  dumb, 
I  think  he'll  harangue,  like  a  critic  of  Greece, 
On  the  exquifite  charms  of  this  beautiful  piece  ! 
I  long  to  behold  how  he's  touch'd  by  the  fight : 
But  I  know  that  his  envy  will  fink  his  delight. 
The  moment  he  fees  it,  he'll  think  his  luck  cruel. 
In  miffing  fo  precious  a  cabinet  jewel. 

Enter  Mr.  Beril  and  Mr.  Cycle. 

MR.    BIJOU. 

Dear  Cycle,  I  take  this  exceedingly  kind  ; 
And  I  hope  you've  not  left  your  Cremona  behind. 
In  your  prefence  to-night  I  moft  truly  rejoice, 
And  fhall  call  for  the  aid  of  your  hand  and  your  voice, 
(As  my  wife  gives  a  fnug  little  concert  below) 
When  you've  feen  what  her  upper  apartments  can  (hew. 
L4  MR, 
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MR.  CYCLE. 

You  may  freely  ^  command  me,  my  friend,  as  you 
pleafe. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

You're  a  judge,  Mr.  Beril,  of  treafures  like  thefe  ; 
And  I'm  eager  to  fhew  you  a  Titian,  that's  new 
Since  we  laft  had  the  joy  of  a  vifit  from  you. 

MR.    BERIL. 
The  ftory  is  told,  Ma'am,  with  ftriking  expreflion. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

Don't  you  envy  my  hufband  this  brilliant  pofTeffion  ? 
I  thought  you'd  burft  forth  into  rapturous  praife  j 
But  wiui  no  keen  delight  on  this  picture  you  gaze  ! 

MR.   BERIL. 

To  confefs,  Ma'am,  the  truth,  I'm  a  whimfical  being, 
And  a  fubjeft  like  this  I've  no  pleafure  in  feeing. 
On  your  lovely  fex  'tis  a  fatire  moft  bitter, 
That  ill-nature  may  laugh  at,  and  levity  titter  : 
But  -I'm  griev'd,  when  an  artift  has  lavifh'd  his  care 
On  a  ftory  that  feems  a  difgrace  to  the  Fair. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 

Our  fex's  chief  luftre,  I  own,  it  obfcures  : 
JJut  think  what  a  lefTon  it  offers  to  yours  ! 
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Enter  Lady  Harriot,  Lady  Frances,  Lord  Seewell, 
and   Mr.    Carelefs. 

MR.    BIJOU. 

My  dear  Lord,  I  this  inftant  was  wifhing  for  you. 
Your  voice  is  decifive  in  points  of  Virtu  ; 
And  you're  come  in  the  moment  to  end  an  odd  ftrife, 
In  a  matter  of  tafte  about  Potiphar's  wife. — 
Should  her  ftory  be  painted  ? — We  want  your  decifion  j 
And  here  is  the  picture  that  caus'd  our  divifion. 

LORD   SEEWELL. 

Ha  !  my  poor  old  acquaintance ! — But  how,  dear  Bijou, 
How  the  deuce  could  this  picture  find  favor  with  you  ? 
I  hope  that  rogue  .Varnifh  has  play'd  you  no  trick.— 
You  have  paid  no  great  price——  . 
MRS.   BIJOU. 

I  am  cut  to  the  quick ! 
Sure,  my  Lord,  you  ne'er  look'd  on  this  picture  before  I 

LORD   SEEWELL. 

Dear  Madam  !  'tis  one  that  I  turn'd  out  of  door ; 
And,  as  I  may  aid  you  to  'fcape  from  a  fraud, 
I'll  proceed  to  inform  you,  I  bought  it  abroad, 
To  relieve  the  diftrefs  of  an  indigent  youth, 
Who  copied  old  Mafters  with  fpirit  and  truth, ; 

And 
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And  when  it  came  home,  as  I  valu'd  it  not, 
My  fteward,  by  chance,  this  gay  furniture  got, 
To  a  new  houfe  of  his  it  has  lately  been  carried  ; 
And  as  your  friend  Varnifh  his  daughter  has  mar-» 

ried, 

J  fuppofe  the  fly  rogue  by  this  picture  has  try'd 
To  encreafe  the  fmaJl  fortune  he  gain'd  with  his  bride, 
Search  the  garment  of  Jofeph  !  you'll  find  on  its  hem, 
And  within  a  dark  foldj  the  two  letters  T.  M. 

MRS.    BIJOU. 
Aye  !  there  is  the  mark  ! — We  are  cheated,  we're  plun-* 

der'd  ! 

That  infamous  villain,  to  afk  me  eight  hundred  !  — 
But  the  law  fhall  reftqre  it. 

J4  R«    BIJOU. 

See  !  Mrs.  Bijou, 
See  the  fruits  of  my  hafty  indulgence  to  you  ! 

LORD   SEEWELL. 
Chear  up,  my  old.  friend  ! — 'Tis  my  wifh,  that  this 

night 

May  be  witnefs  to  nothing  but  peace  and  delight. 
I'll  engage  to  make  Varnifh  your  money  reftore  j 
And  perhaps  this  adventure  may  fave  you  much  more. 

All 
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All  we  old  connoifleurs,  if  the  truth  we  would  own, 
Have,  at  times,  been  outwitted  with  canvafs  or  ftone : 
But  here's  one,  whofe  example  our  tribe  now  invites 
To  correct  our  miftakes,  andx  improve  our  delights. 
Here's  Beril,  tho'  bleft  with  a  treafure  moft  rare, 
That  with  few  works  of  art  will  admit  of  compare, 
Gives  up  the  proud  joys,  that  on  fuch  wealth  attend, 
For  the  nobler  delight  of  affifting  a  friend  ! 

M».  BERIL. 

My  Lord  !  you  amaze  me  ;  how  could  you  divine  ?— • 
O,  Carelefs  !  your  zeal  has  betray'd  my  defign. 

£,  o  R  D  SEEWELL. 

You  have  fixt  on  the  traitor,  yet  are  not  aware 
That  you're  almoft  involv'd  in  a  dangerous  fnare  : 
But  I'll  fhew  you  this  traitor's  accomplice,  my  friend^ 
And  tell  you  what  mifchief  thefe  plotters  intend. 
You  muft  know,  Tom  and  Harriot  in  concert  purfue 
Their  dark  machinations  'gainft  Frances  and  you  : 
They  have  fworn  you've  a  tender  efteem  for  each 

other, 

Which  you  both  have  in  modefty  labour'd  to  fmother. 
If  their  charge  can  be  prov'd,  I  your  freedom  reftrain. 
And  fcntence  you  both  to  the  conjugal  chain. 

Ma. 
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MR.   BERIL. 

O,  my  Lord  !  that  I  love  Lady  Frances,  is  true ; 
Yet  I  could  not  avow  it  to  her,  or  to  you  : 
But  to  force  my  confefflon,  fuch  means  you  employ, 
I  almoft  may  call  them  the  torture  of  joy. 
I'm  O'erwhelm'd  with  furprize,  with  delight,  and  with 

dread, 

Left  I  falfelyhave  heard  the  kind  things  you  have  faid. 
Speak  !  my  dear  Lady  Frances,  my  anguifli  relieve  ! 
Does  this  tumult  of  hope  my  wild  fancy  deceive  ? 

LADY   FRANCES. 

I  fo  long  have  my  father's  indulgence  confeft, 
That  againft  his  decrees  I  fhall  never  proteft. 

MR.   B  E  R  i  L. 
O,  how  fhall  I  thank  thee,  dear  pride  of  my  life  ? 

LORD    S  E  E  w  E  L  L. 
By  cherifhing  ftill,  in  the  mind  of  your  wife, 
Such  generous  feelings  as  yoti  have  difplay'd. — 
From  my  hand,  my  dear  Beril,  receive  the  kind  maid  ! 
Your  ftatue  is  not  more  indebted  to  art, 
Than  fhe  is  to  nature  for  molding  her  heart. 
They  both  fhall  be  yours  j  both  the  ftatue  and  bride  ! 
And  the  wants  of  your  friend  fhall  no  lefs  be  fupply'd. — 

Beina: 
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Being    free   from    one   modifh   and  wealth-wafting 

vice, 

From  thofe  pefts  of,  our  order,  the  turf  and  the  dice, 
I  enjoy,  my  dear  children,  the  fortunate  power 
Of  fecuring  your  blifs  by  an  affluent  dower. 
Your  quiet  fhall  ne'er  by  your  income  be  hurt, 
\Vhich  fhall  equal  your  wifh,  tho'  below  your  de» 
fert. 

MR.   BERIL. 

Of  your  kindnefs,  my  Lord,  I  fo  feel  the  excefs, 
That  my  voice  cannot  fpeak  what  my  heart  would 
exprefs. 

MR.   BIJOU. 
J  am  charm'd,  my  dear  Lord,  by  your  choice  of  a  fon. 

'    LORD    SEEWELL. 
I   know,    my  old  friend,  you'll    approve   what  I've 

'     done. 

You  and  I,  dear  Bijou,  wanting  proper  correction, 
Have  on  vanity  lavifh'd  the  dues  of  affection. 
We  have  both  fquander'd  cam  on  too  many  a  whim ; 
But  in  tafte  let. us  take  a  new  leflbn  from  him  ! 
And  rate  our  improvements  in  real  Virtu, 
By  the  generous  acts  he  may  teach  us  to  do  ! 

TV 
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To  remember  this  truth  is  the  connoi/Ieur's  duty  \ 
*'  A  benevolent  deed  is  the  eflence  of  beauty." 

MR.    BIJOU. 

I  confefs,  I  too  oft  have  been  vanity^s  fool  -y 
But  fhall  hope  to  grow  wife,  my  good  Lord,  in  your" 

fchool. 

And,  as  mirth  fhould  be  coupled  with  wifdom,  I'll  go 
And  fee  if  the  fiddles  are  ready  below.  [Exit. 

LORD   SEZWELL. 

To-night,  my  dear  Madam,  you  muft  not  look  grave  ; 
Tho'  Varnifh  has  prov'd  fuch  an  impudent  knave, 
I  promife  to  make  him  your  money  refund. 

MRS.   BIJOU. 

With  furprize  and  vexation  I  almoft  was  ftunn'd  ; 
But  depending,  my  Lord,  on  your  friendly  affiftancej 
I  am  ready  to  drive  all  chagrin  to  a  diftance, 
And  to  (hare  in  the  joy  of  our  dear  happy  guefts. 

M  R.   B  E  R  i  L* 

What  I  owe  to  you,  Carelefs,  this  fair  one  attefts  : 
And  our  fifter,  I  hope,  if  I  dare  ufe  the  name, 
From  your  friendfhip  will  judge  of  your  love's  ardent 

•(  flame, 

And,  fhort'ning  your  rigorous  term  of  probation, 
Now  fill  your  kind  heart  with  complete  exultation. 

LADY 


A  COMEDY,  IN  RHYME,  159 

LADY   HARRIOT. 
The  warm  blaze  of  our  joy,  I  allure  youj  dear  bro- 

ther* 

With  the  cold  damp  of  prudery  I  will  not  fmother* 
Your  friend  has  for  you  play'd  fo  feeling  a  part, 
I  confefs,  I  am  charm'd  with  his  fpirit  and  heart. 
As  in  law  and  long  courtfhip  he  likes  not  to  drudge^ 
1  will  make  him  at  once  my  comptroller  and  judge. 

CARELESS. 
I  with  tranfport  and  pride  the  dear  office  embrace  !' 

LORD    SEEWELL. 

And  long  may  you  fill  it  with  fpirit  and  grace  ! — 
My  voice,  my  dear  Carelefs,  confirms  her  election  j 
And  I  give  her  with  joy  to  your  tender  direction. 
For  fealing,  dear  Tom,  you  may  fix  your  own  day, 
Without  dreading  from  law  any  irkfome  delayy 
As  your  father  and  I  have,  with  friendly  advances, 
Already  abutted  your  nuptial  finances. 

MR.    BIJOU  (entering.) 
Our  muficians  below  are  all  ready,  my  Lord  : 
Of  pleafure  you  teaeh  us  to  touch  the  true  chord. 
I've  felecled  a  few  little  pieces  to-night, 
That  are  fuited,  I  hope,  to  the  prefent  delight.— 

May 
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May  we  all  think  this  day  the  beft  day  of  our  life  ! 
It  will  prove  fo,  I'm  fure,  both  to  me  and  my  wife. 
If  a  bargain  fhould  tempt  us,  we  will  not  be"  rafh, 
But  remember  the  Titian,  and  pocket  our  cafh. 
To  Friendship  and  Want  all  we  can  we  will  give, 
And  buy  no  more  baubles  as  long  as  we  live. 
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PREFACE. 


J  H  AV£~tndeamur-ttlrtv  delineate,  in  the  following 
Drama,  an  ex  aft  portrait  of  the  noble  Perfonage* 
whofe  name  it  bears  ;  as  I  believe,  that  a  more  enga- 
ging model  of  public  and  private  virtue  can  hardly  be 
feleftedfrom  the  annals  of  any  nation :  although  the  ex- 
treme mildnefs  of  his  temper,  the  Jimplicity  of  his  man- 
ners, and,  above  all,  his  unaffected  piety,  arefuch  qua- 
lities, as  are  very  rarely  admitted  in  the  formation  of  a. 
Tragic  Hero. 

To  render  my  performance  inter  efling  to  my  country ', 
I  have  adhered  as  clofely  to  our  hi/lory,  as  the  nature 
of  dramatic  compojition  allowed  me  to  do  ;  and  in  points 
where  I  have  varied  from  hijiorical  truth,  fuch  varia- 
tions are,  I  trujl,  fupported  by  dramatic  probability. 

In  the  fpirited  and  j'udicious  introduction  to  the 
lately -publijhed  letters  of  Lady  Ruffel,  the  tejlimony  of 
different  Hiftorians  is  collected  concerning  the  fenti- 
mcnts  of  Charles  the  Second  and  his  brother,  on  the 
impending  fate  of  Lord  Ruffel. 

M  2  «  In 
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"  In  the  Duke  of  Monmoutb's  Journal,  it  is  faid, 
"  that  the  King  told  him,  he  inclined  to  have  faved 
"  the  Lord  Rujjel,  but  was  forced  to  confent  to  his 
"  death,  otherwife  he  mujl  have  broke  with  his  bro- 
"  ther  the  Duke  ofTork." Kennet. 

The  fentence  jujl  quoted,  is,  I  hope,  a  fufficient  foun- 
dation for  the  condutt  which  I  have  ajjignedto  Charles  j 
whofe  character  indeed  was  fuch,  that  ficJion  can  hardly 
impute  to  him  any  injlance  of  irresolution,  dupUcityy 
and falfebaod,  which  the  tenor  of  his  life  will  not  bring 
within  the  limits  of  theatrical  credibility. 

The  candid  reader  will  readily  allow  the  liberty  I 
&ave  taken,  in  laying  the  feene  in  the  Tower,  after 
Ruffe?  s  condemnation  j  as  it  affords  many  advantages 
ti  the  conduct  of  the  play. 

In  compliance  with  that  refpecl,  which  dramatic 
authors  have  lately  paid  to  the  Clerical  charafter,  I 
have  not  introduced  either  Tillotfon  or  Burnet  among 
the  per  fans  of  the  drama,  though  the  latter  was  fo  con- 
jlant  an  attendant  on  the  captivity  of  my  Hero  ;  an 
emij/ion  which  I  have  in  fame  degree  fupplied,  by  the 
introduclion  of  Mr.  Spencer;  a  character  drawn 
from  the  printed  trial  of  Lord  Rujfcl,  where  the 
vame  of  that  gentleman  appears  in  the  lift  of  thofet 

wh* 
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who  gave  an  honourable  evidence  in   behalf  of  the 
noble  prlfoner. 

I  have  many  obligations  to  the  journal  written  by 
Bur  net,  at  the  requejl  of 'Lady  Rujfel,  which  contains 
all  the  minute  circumjlances  that  occurred,  during  the 
imprifonment,  and  at  the  exliution  of  her  Lord.  This 
very  inter  ejling  and  pathetic  narrative  is  printed  in  the 
General  Dictionary,  under  the  article  Ruffe  I .  I  have 
not  only  taken  from  It  many  of  the  fentlments,  -which  I 
have  ajjigned  to  him  in  this  Tragedy ',  but  I  have  fame- 
times  adopted  the  very  words,  that  were  really  uttered 
by  Lord  Ruffel ;  and  this  I  have  done,  not  only  from 
an  affectionate  admiration  of  his  character,  but  from 
a  defpalr  of  furpajjing  the  elegant  fimplicity,  and  the 
force  of  his  exprejfion. 

The  offer  relating  to  his  efcape,  fo  generoufly  made, 
andfo  nobly  refufed,  is  a  facJ  univerfally  known,  and 
mujl  render  the  names  of  Cavendijh  and  Ruffel  an 
honour  to  our  country,  as  long  as  magnanimity  and 
frlendjhlp  retain  their  juft  value  in  the  ejiimatiw  of 
mankind. 


M  3  tPerfons 


Perfons    of   the    Drama. 

KING    CHARLES    THE    SECOND, 

JAMES    DUKE    OF    YORK, 

EARL    OF    BEDFORD, 

LORD   RUSSEL, 

LORD   CAVENDISH, 

MR.    SPENCER, 

LIEUTENANT   OF  THE  TOWER. 

LADY   RUSSEL, 

J.ADY    MARGARET    RUSSEL. 

Officers,  fefc 

SCENE,  during  the  firjl  Aa^  in  BEDFORD  HOUSE, 
and  afterwards  in  the  TowERt 
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SCENE     I. 

Bedford  and  Lady  Margaret  Ruflel, 

LADY  MARGARET. 
T)  E  S  T  here,  my  gentle  Father  !  nor  again 

Expofe  your  wearied  age  and  wafted  fpirits 
To  fcenes  of  fuch  dread  influence  to  fhake 
Each  fibre  of  a  heart  that  feels  like  yours  !  — 
I  pray  you  reft  with  me  ! 

BEDFORD. 

My  tender  child  ! 

Thanks  to  thy  filial  aid  !  my  ftrength  returns, 
And  my  reviving  foul  has  gather'd  force     , 
To  bear  the  killing  fight.—  'Tis  true,  when  firft 
I  faw  my  mild  and  unoffending  fon, 

M  4  Pride 


i68  LORD     RUSSEL: 

Pride  of  my  age  !  and  England's  dear  refouFce 
In  thefe  difaftrous  days !  when  I  beheld 
My  blamelefs  Ruflel  at  that  bar  arraign'd, 
Where  only  guilt  and  infamy  fhould  ftand  ; 
When  I  beheld  each  fervile  judge  fupport 
A  lawlefs  jury  bafely  fram'd  againft  him, 
Indignant  anguifli  robb'd  my  wounded  heart 
Of  vital  energy  :  quick  from  the  court 
My  hafty  friends  hurried  my  fenfelefs  frame, 
To  this  our  quiet  home  :  but  fince,  my  daughter, 
Thy  kind  endearing  cares  have  now  reftor'd  me, 
I  will  refume  my  ftation  by  thy  brother, 
In  thefe  diftrefsful  moments  : — to  his  fide 
Affe&ion  calls  me,  and  paternal  duty. 

L A'D Y  MARGARET. 
Forgive  me,  that  I  dare  to  thwart  your  wifli, 
But  from  my  generous  brother  I've  receiv'd 
A  kind  injunction  to  detain  your  age 
From  that  afflicting  fcene.    lie  has  engag'd 
To  tell  us,  by  repeated  meflengers, 
Each  petty  circumftance  that  pafles  there. 
Already  from  the  number  of  his  friends 
He  has  fele&ed  one  to  bring  us  tidings  : 
His  faithful  Spencer  comes. 

Enttr 
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Enter    Spencer. 

BEDFORD. 

What  from  my  Son  ?•— 
The  fentence  is  not  pafs'd  ! 

SPENCER. 

No,  my  dear  lord, 

England  is  yet  unfullied  with  the  ftain 
That  muft  difgrace  her,  if  the  fword  of  Jufticc 
Turns  to  the  murderous  dagger  of  Revenge, 
To  flab  your  virtuous  fon. — By  his  requeft 
J  come  to  foothe  your  anxious  fufferings, 
And  to  relate  the  procefs  of  a  fcene, 
Where  he  conjures  you  to  appear  no  more. 

BEDFORD. 

What  perjur'd  flaves  have  they  fuborn'd  again  ft  him  ? 
How  far  has  truth  been  wrong'd,  and  law  been  tortur'd, 
To  frame  thofe  fnares  of  legal  death,  in  which 
They  labor  to  involve  incautious  virtue  ? 
Have  they  not  dealt  moflr  hardly  with  my  fon  ? 

SPENCER. 

He  has  experienc'd  fubtle  cruelty 
From  venal  ruffians  in  the  robes  of  juftice  ; 
But  the  bafe  wrong  his  patient  worth  endures, 
Is  the  dark  foil  which  gives  the  diamond  luftre. 

When 
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When  he  requefred  aid  for  his  defence, 
His  keen  infidious  foes,  who  ftrongly  fear'd 
Some  upright  advocate  might  fave  their  vi&im, 
Enjoin'd  him  to  employ  a  fervant's  hand. 
There  rofe  indeed  a  fervant  at  his  fide, 
Moft  eager  for  the  tafk  ;  but  O  !  what  words 
Can  fpeak  the  fond  furprize,  and  thrilling  anguifli, 
Which  fhook  the  bofom  of  each  fad  fpedtator, 
Who  in  that  fervant  faw  his  lovely  wife  ? 
The  crowd,  with  eyes  bedimm'd  by  ftarting  tears 
Of  tendereft  admiration,  gaz'd  upon  her, 
And  murmur'd  kindeft  prayers,  as  they  beheld 
Connubial  love,  in  that  angelic  form, 
Thus  firmly  yielding  unexpected  fuccour 
To  virtue  ftruggling  in  opprefHon's  toils. 

BEDFORD, 

Moft  excellent  of  women  !  worthy  offspring 
Of  my  departed  friend,  the  good  Southampton  ! 
If  Tyranny  prevails  againft  thy  hufband, 
How  fhall  the  wretched  Bedford's  feeble  age 
Support  thy  widow'd  heart  ?  I  can  no  more 
Than  in  ftrict  fellowfhip  of  bittereft  forrow 
Echo  thy  groans,  and  mourn  our  mutual  lofs. 

LADY 
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LADY  MARGARET. 
Do  not,  dear  father,  do  not  yield  fo  foon 
To  cornfortlefs  defpair  ! — we  yet  may  hope 
The  radiant  probity  of  Ruflel's  life 
Will  diflipate  each  dark  and  dangerous  cloud 
That  perjur'd  Calumny  can  raife  around  him. 
Remember  all  the  candor  of  his  mind  ! 
Think  how  his  temperate  virtues  have  been  prais'd 
By  Envy's  felf!  how  to  the  gaze  of  youth 
His  conduct  has  been  held  up  as  a  book, 
Jn  which  all  Englifh  eyes  may  read  their  duty, 
And  learn  the  faireft  path  to  fpotlefs  honour. 

SPENCER. 

If  abjecl  lawyers,  and  a  venal  jury, 
Should  violate  the  fanctity  of  juftice 
By  RufieFs  condemnation,  ftill  his  merits 
Are  grav'd  fo  deeply  on  the  Nation's  breail, 
He  ftands  fo  firm  the  idol  of  her  love, 
OpprefHon's  felf  will  fear  to  execute 
The  fentence  of  the  proftituted  law 
Againft  a  life  fo  priz'd. 

BEDFORD.    , 

Alas  !  my  friend, 
When  did  a  tyrant,  like  vindictive  York, 

6  (For 
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(For  'tis  the  Duke  who  thirds  for  Ruffel's  blood) 
When  did  a  fpirifof  that  fullen  temper, 
Jmpcll'd  by  rancorous  hate,  by  bigot  rage, 
And  abjeft  terror,  when  did  fuch  a  fpirit 
Refpeft  the  virtue,  Nature  made  its  foe, 
And  treacherous  Fortune  gave  it  ppwer  to  crufli  ? 
But  tell  me  of  the  fcene  from  whence  you  come  ! 
Say  !  what  has  been  alledg'd  againft  my  fon  ? 
I  have  been  told  the  fierce  and  fubtle  Jefferies, 
The  Duke's  bafe  agent  in  this  bloody  buiinefs, 
Relies  upon  the  evidence  of  Howard, 
As  the  fure  inftrument  of  Ruffel's  death  : 
Unprincipled  he  is,  and  prone  to  utter 
What  intereft  and  fear  may  bid  him  fwear. 
What  has  he  faid  ?  or  is  he  yet  unfummon'd  ? 

SPENCER. 

Before  I  left  your  fon,  the  faithlefs  Howard 
Began  his  artful  tale  j  but  foon  he  falter'd, 
With  feign'd  affliction  of  a  dread  event, 
Which  fuddenly  was  rumour'd  through  the  court, 
And  (truck  the  throng'd  aflcmbly  with  fuch  wonder, 
Malice  flood  mute,  and  Perfecution  paus'd.  ' 
Frefli  from  the  Tower  the  tidings  came,  that  Eflex, 
From  terrors  of  that  bar,  where  Ruflel  flood, 

Had 
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Had  with  rafh  violence  rulh'd  out  oflife, 

And  itain'd  his  defperate  hands  in  his  own  blood. 

BEDFORD. 

It  cannot  be  !  the  firm,  the  gallant  Eflex 
Could  never  end  his  being  fo  ignobly  ; 
And  in  the  moment,  when  his  generous  foul 
Felt  only  for  his  friend  j  his  Ruflel's  life 
Yet  wavering  in  the  balance.   •     :  '>  -. '  '  • 
SPENCER. 

Such,   my  lord, 

Such  is  the  comment  of  all  honefl  hearts 
On  this  dark  ftory. — Heaven  reveal  the  murder, 
And  punifh  it,  though  in  th'  aftaflin's  veins 
The  tainted  ftream  of  royal  blood  may  flow  !— 
Soon  as  the  rumour  reach'd  your  fon,  he  bade  me 
Attempt  to  penetrate  this  dark  tranfaclion, 
And  bring  you  the  refult  of  all  I  heard  ; 
Adding,  that  in  the  inftant  of  his  doom, 
He  would  difpatch  to  you  the  noble  Cavendift, 
With  tidings  of  his  fentence. 

BEDFORD. 

Ah  !  my  friend, 

The  fatal  word,  that  ends  his  blefled  life, 
Has  rung  already  in  my  tortur'd  ear  ; 

lor 
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For  I  have  feen  the  venal  band  fuborn'd 
To  purchafe,  by  the  facrifice  of  truth, 
The  blood  of  her  mild  champion.     There's  his  guilt, 
*Tis  that  his  pure  and  patriotic  zeal, 
Guiding  the  voice  of  an  enlighten'd  fenate, 
Has  labor'd  to  preferve  the  throne  of  England 
From  that  blood-thirfty  bigot,  at  whofe  feet 
Her  laws  now  lie,  in  hafty  proftitution, 
Slaves  to  a  tyrant  yet  uncrown'd ;  converted 
From  facred  guards  of  flander'd  innocence, 
Into  bafe  engines  of  vindictive  murder. 
LADY   MARGARET. 
Alas !  my  father,  thou  haft  judg'd  too  well : 
Thy  dreadful  prefage  is  too  foon  confirm'd  : 
Behold  the  zealous  Cavendifh  !  he  comes 
With  no  qujck  ftep  of  joyous  exultation  j 
But  in  his  agitated  gefture  fhews 
A  fettled  forrow,  and  a  fierce  defpair. 
Enter    Cavendifh.. 
CAVENDISH. 

I  come,  my  lord ,  the  wretched  mcflenger 
Of  that  accurft  event,  which  my  weak  judgment, 
Not  reaching  the  extent  of  human  bafenefs, 
Had  haftily  pronounc'd  beyond  the  line 

Of 
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Of  poffible  injuftice.    All  the  crimes, 

That  coward  Tyranny  can  wifh  committed, 

Shall  now  have  credit. — Ruflel  is  condemn'd  ! 

LADY  MARGARET. 
O  mockery  of  juftice  ! — Righteous  Heaven  ? 
Yet  interpofe  to  fave  him  ! 

BEDFORD. 

My  kind  friend, 

Thou  but  relateft  what  a  father's  eye 
Forefaw  too  clearly,  when  I  view'd  the  jury, 
So  juftly  challeng'd  by  my  innocent  fon, 
Marftiall'd  without  the  warrantry  of  law 
To  enfnare  his  life. 

CAVENDISH. 
Eternal  infamy 

Fall  on  the  bafe  afTaffins  !  chiefly  fall 
On  thofe  fuperior  minifters  of  evil, 
The  treacherous  guardians  of  our  trampled  laws, 
Who  in  the  robes  of  Heaven's  high  delegates 
Perform  the  work  of  hell  !  from  proftrate  Juftice 
Wreft  her  pure  fword,  to  ftain  it  with  the  blood 
Of  her  moft  faithful  votary  ! 

LADY  MAR-GARET. 
Yet  tr 
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Try,  my  dear  father,  ere  it  prove  too  late, 
By  urgent  interceffions  to  preferve  him  ! 
Your  friends  are  many,  and,  howe'er  inflam'd 
By  the  vile  arts  of  fanguinary  York, 
The  king  has  ftill  a  tendernefs  of  heart, 
That  may  incline  to  fpare  my  gentle  brother. 

BED  F  o  R  D. 

Alas  !  my  daughter,  cherifh  not  too  much 
A  hope,  whofe  cruel  failure  will  impart 
New  poignancy  to  thy  too  keen  affliction  ! 
All  the  mild  virtues,  which  to  thy  pure  fenfe 
Plead  for  thy  brother's  fafety,  in  the  ear 
Of  envious  Hate  and  terrified  Oppreffion 
Cry  loudly  for  his  death. 

CAVENDISH. 

He  fliall  not  die. 

What!  though  the  blood-hound  Jefferies  has  faften'd 
His  fangs  upon  him  !  though  the  barbarous  judges 
Would  make  the  temple  of  infulted  Law 
The  Haughter-houfe  of  Tyranny  !  — there  yet 
Are  means  to  turn  the  fliarpen'd  axe  afide, 
And  fhield  the  life  of  their  devoted  victim. 

BEDFORD. 
What  would  thy  dauntlefs  zeal  ? 

i  CAVENDISH. 
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CAVENDISH. 

Your  gentle  foft 

Mas  fuch  juft  credit  with  this  injur'd  nation, 
For  public  virtue,  and  defigns  exempt 
£rom  every  felfim  bias  of  the  foul, 
Thoufands  would  throw  into  extremeft  hazard. 
Their  fortunes,  and  their  being,  to  preferve 
The  dying  martyr  of  defencelefs  freedom* 
I  hold  it  eafy,  in  the  very  hour 
Oppreffion  means  to  triumph  in  his  blood, 
With  fome  fele&ed  horfemen  to  o'erpower 
The  flaves  who  guard  him,  ere  they  reach  the  fcaffbld) 
And  bear  him  fwiftly  to  a  fafe  retreat. 
Applauding  millions  will  affift  his  refcue, 
And  blefs  the  efforts  of  his  brave  deliverers  ! 

BEDFORD. 

No  !  Cavendifh  !  by  friendfhip's  holy  ties, 
That  prompt  thy  generous  purpofe,  I  conjure  thee 
To  think  of  it  no  farther. 

CAVENDISH* 

What !  my  Lord, 

Shall  we  look  tamely  on,  and  by  connivance 
Be  made  a  party  in  this  legal  murder  ? 
VOL,  VI.  N  BEDFORD, 
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BEDFORD. 

Dear  ardent  friend  !  there  are  difaftrous  timesr 
And  this  is  one  of  them,  when  all  the  functions- 
True  courage  is  allow'd  to  exercife, 
Are  refignation  and  a  brave  endurance. 
My  word  is  given  to  thy  kind  thoughtful  friend,, 
To  check  all  defperate  fallies  of  affliction, 
All,  that  the  fond  intemperance  of  love 
Could  hazard  for  his  fafety. 

C  A  V  E  N  D  I  S-H. 

Generous  Ruflel  f 

By  Heaven  'tis  happier  far  to  (hare  thy  death, 
Than  live,  to  fee  our  wretched  country  robb'd 
Of  all  her  hopes  in  thy  uneq.uall'd  virtue. 

BEDFORD. 

To  me  much  happier  ! — to  a  father's  heart 
It  would  be  confolation  and  delight 
To  perifh  with  his  child  ;  but  there  are  duties 
More  painful  to  fuftain  than  the  fhort  ftruggle 
That  ends  our  mortal  being  : — and  to,  us 
Thefe  duties  now  belong  —let  us  remember 
The  truft  that  he  bequeaths  ! — his  wife  !  his  children ! 
'Tis  ours  to  live  for  them.    Remember  too 
His  noble  anfwer  to  the  princely  Monmouth, 

Offering 
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Offering  to  fhare  his  prifon  and  his  fate  ! 
Did  he  not  fay,  it  would  embitter  death 
To  have  his  friends  die  with  him  ? 
CAVENDISH. 

O  my  Lord  ! 

Your  forrow  is  of  pure  and  heavenly  temper  ; 
Mine  the  fierce  anguifh  of  indignant  frenzy  : 
Pray  pardon  it ! 

BEDFORD. 
Pardon  thee  !  gallant  fpirit ! 
Thou  bright  example  of  exalted  friendluip  ! 
Thou  haft  my  love,  my  fondeft  admiration  ; 
In  my  juft  heart  thou  rankeft  with  my  children, 
And  art  the  pillar,  now  my  Ruflel  falls, 
That  my  weak  age  muft  cling  to  for  fupport. 

CAVENDISH. 

In  duty,  my  dear  Lord,  though  not  in  merit, 
You  may  account  me  your's  :  and  pitying  Heaven 
May  yet,  in  mercy  to  a  nation's  prayers, 
Spare  to  your  virtuous  age  your  worthier  fon  : 
I  cannot  bend  my  fpirit  to  admit 
His  fate  inevitable  :  gracious  Powers  ! 
Who  watch  o'er  fuffering  virtue,  who  infpire 
The  profperous  deeds  of  chance-defying  friendship, 
N  2  Affift 
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Afiift  my  lab'ring  and  diftra&ed  brain, 
Whofe  faculties  are  on  the  rack  to  find 
Expedients  to  preferve  oar  country's  pride, 
The  friend  and  champion  of  her  faith  and  freedom, 
From  the  bafe  ftroke  of  tyrannous  revenge  ! 

BEDFORD. 

Vain  are  thofe  anxious  thonghts  :  the  vigilant  eye 
Of  keen  Oppreffion  will  fecure  her  vi&im. 
The  nervelefs  arm  of  childhood  could  as  foon 
Wreft  from  the  tiger's  gripe  his  bleeding  prey, 
As  we  by  violence  deliver  Ruflel 
From  the  vindi&ive  York. 

CAVENDISH  (after  a  paufe. ) 

I  thank  thee,  Heaven  ! 
The  bright  idea  is,  I  feel,  from  thee  : 
And  it  has  chas'd  the  darknefs  of  defpair 
From  my  o'erclouded  mind. 

BEDFORD. 

What  means  thy  ardour  ? 

CAVENDISH. 

Good  angels  have  fuggeited  to  my  foul 
A  project  yet  to  fave  him. 

BEDFORD. 

Name  it !  name  it ! 

CAVENDISH. 
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CAVENDISH. 

Your  pardon,  my  dear  lord  !— accept  alone 
This  firm  aflurance,  that  my  new  defign 
Has  nought  of  rafli  exertion  to  involve 
A  fingle  life  in  danger  !  or  if  one, 
It  muft  be  mine  alone  ;  and  in  this  crifis, 
How  gladly  fhall  I  yield  my  life  for  his, 
And  die  triumphant  in  the  bleft  exchange  !        [Exit. 

LADY  MARGARET. 

Brave  Cavertdifli  !— He's  gone — Ye  faints  of  heaven ; 
If  friendfhip,  like  your  own,  deferves  your  care, 
Go  ever  with  him,  and  from  all  the  perils, 
That  wait  the  noble  felf-negle£ting  fpirit, 
Protect  him  !  and  affift  his  godlike  aim  ! 
Preferve  this  matchlefs  pair  of  gallant  friends, 
And  let  them  fhine  the  ornament  of  earth  ! 

BEDFORD. 
Thou  pray'ft  in  vain,  dear  child!  — this  dauntlefs 

friend, 

Tranfcendent  as  he  is  in  truth  and  honor, 
Can  nought  avail  us  :  he  muft  prove  the  dupe 
Of  ardent  paflions  and  of  fanguine  virtue. 
If  there's  a  ray  of  glimmering  hope,  that  yet 
May  faintly  lead  us  through  this  night  of  horror, 

N3  It 
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It  cannot  rife  from  any  bright  endowments 
In  thofe  we  love,  but  rather  from  the  vice, 
The  abject  vice,  that  glares  in  our  oppreflbrs. 
Our  tyrants  are  neceflitous,  and  thirft 
For  gold,  as  keenly  as  for  innocent  blood. 
Kind  fortune,  haply  for  this  great  emergence, 
Has  made  me  matter  of  no  common  wealth  j 
And  this,  with  lucky  art  diftributed 
Among  the  needy  minrons  of  the  king. 
May  purchafe  ftill  our  Ruflel's  forfeit  life.— 
Come  !  my  dear  child,  retire  we  to  confult 
On  this  our  Tole  refource  !  Thou  wilt  not  fcrup^e 
To  meet,  and  to  embrace  a  noble  poverty, 
If  thy  loft  portion  can  redeem  thy  brother  ! 

LADY  MARGARET. 

Bleft  be  thy  happieft  thought,  my  tender  father ! 
All  wealth,  all  good  is  centered  in  his  fafety  j 
And,  witnefs  Heaven  !  my  heart  would  freely  bear 
All  the  loath'd  hardfhjps  of  the  houfelefs  vagrant, 
And  think  them  bleffings,  if  they  aught  conduc'd 
To  refcue  RuIIel  from  a  traitor's  death. 

End  of  ACT     I. 

ACT 
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ACT        II. 

SCENE    I. 

Lord  and  Lady  RufTel  in  Prlfon. 
A  Talk  with  Papers,  Pen,  and  Ink* 

LADY  Rus  s  EL. 

Tl  JT UST  I  intreat  in  vain  ?— Alas  !  my  Ruflel, 
-L  VJ.  Where  is  thy  fweet  compliancy  of  foul, 
That  made,  till  now,  thy  Rachel's  voice  a  ftranger 
To  rude  and  irkfome  importunity  ? 
Has  life  fo  little  to  engage  thy  wifhes 
Thou  wilt  not  afk  to  live  ? 

R  U  S  S  E  L. 

Canft  thouj  my  love, 
By  fo  unkind  aqueftion  canft  thou  give 
Such  hard  conftruction  to  thy  RufleFs  thoughts  ? 
Where  is  there  one  inhabitant  of  eai>th, 
Jf  not  thy  hufband,  who  has  every  caufe 
To  cherilh  his  exiftence  ?— -Gracious  Power  ! 
Whofe  wifdom  regulates  the  lot  of  mortals, 
J  feel?  and  with  deyouteft  gratitude 
N  4 
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Blefs  thee  for  fignal  bounties  to  thy  fervant, 
But  moft  for  this,  thy  beft  and  deareft  gift, 
This  lovely  virtuous  woman  j  whom  to  part  with 
Is  now  my  hardeft  trial :  but  from  thee, 
Dread  Arbiter  of  every  human  fcene  ! 
(However  ftrange  to  man's  contra&ed  fenfe) 
This  trial  comes  j  O  ftrengthen  us  to  bear  it 
With  tender  fortitude  and  meek  obedience  ! 

LADY  RUSSEL. 
It  is  our  duty  ftill,  and  Heaven  enjoins  it, 
To  make  aU  blamelefs  efforts  to  preferve 
A  life  fo  precious  :  if  thy  rigid  hqnor, 
In  pity  both  to  me  and  to  thy  children, 
Will  ftoop  to  write  one  line  of  fupplication 
To  the  all-powerful  York,  he  will  obtain 
Thy  inftant  pardon  from  the  pliant  king. 

RUSSEL. 

Thou  knoweft  not  th*  inexorable  hate 
Of  that  blood-thirfty  fpirit. — It  has  pleas'4 
The  author  of  my  life  to  let  the  rage 
Of  ruthlefs  bigotry  prevail  againft  it : 
A  band  of  venal  or  mifguided  men 
Have  doom'd  me  to  the  fcaffold,  on  the  plea 

That 
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That  I  have  plotted  to  deftroy  my  fovereign, 

Though  Heaven  and  thou,  who  knoweft  all  my  foul, 

See  the  bafe  falfhood  of  the  bloody  charge  : 

But  to  the  voice  of  Law,  however  tortur'd, 

I  owe  a  prompt  obedience  j  nought  remains 

But  that  I  meet  the  ftroke  of  ftern  Oppreffion 

As  fuits  the  votary  of  Public  Virtue. 

I  muft  not  fully,  by  a  bafe  fubmiffion, 

A  name  yet  fpotlefs,  the  fole  legacy 

It  is  allow'd  me  to  bequeath  my  children. 

LADY   RUSSEL. 
Dear  as  I  hold  thy  life,  which  is  in  truth 
My  only  anchor  in  this  fea  of  troubles, 
Believe  me,  Ruffe],  I  would  rather  yield, 
Without  a  ftruggle  yield  that  precious  life 
To  Perfecution's  ftroke,  rather  than  lead. 
If  aught  could  lead,  thy  clear  and  refolute  virtue 
To  one  bafe  aft  of  weaknefs  and  difhonor. 

RUSSEL. 

Alas  !  my  love,  the  cloud  of  thy  affliction 
Has  dimm'd  thy  quick  difcernment ;  but  the  paper, 
Which  thy  fond  care  now  urges  me  to  write, 
Would  darken  all  the  ilory  of  my  life  : 

I  muft 
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I  muft  not,  in  that  ftory's  clofing  leaf, 
Where  Fortitude  fhould  fix  the  feal  of  Honor, 
Mar  the  fair  record  with  a  fearful  blot. 

LADY   RUSSEL. 

Dear  Ruflel  \  exercife  thy  purer  judgment ; 
Thefe  are  not  fcruples  of  thy  manly  reafon, 
But  niceties  of  proud  fantaftic  honor, 
Of  honor  jealous  to  a  vain  excefs. 
How  can  the  meafure,  that  my  love  folicits, 
Involve  thee  in  difgrace  ?  Without  abafement, 
Can  injur'd  Innocence  not  fay  to  Power, 
Give  me  the  life,  of  which  Iniquity 
Has  made  thy  voice  the  arbiter  ? 
RUSSEL. 

Thou  knoweft, 

Dear  inmate  of  my  fecret  foul !  kind  prompter 
Of  my  beft  thoughts  !  it  has  been  long  the  aim 
Of  my  paft  life  to  win  my  country's  love  ; 
Not  by  the  popular  arts  of  vain  ambition, 
(Which  Nature  never  form'd  me  to  poflefs) 
But  by  inceflant  vigilance  to  ihield 
Our  faith  and  freedom,  by  an  ardent  wifti 
To  prove  that  patriot  virtue,  (the  ftale  jeft 
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Of  fervile  fpirits,  as  an  empty  name) 

Is  an  exifting  vigorous  principle 

In  minds  of  Englifh  temper.     I  have  fail'd 

In  the  primt  object:  that  my  foul  purfued, 

To  fave  our  pure  religion  and  our  laws 

From  Bigotry's  encroachment ;  and  I  lofe 

My  life,  endanger'd  'by  that  noble  conflict : 

But  I  have  gain'd,  and  let  me  ftill  preferve  it ! 

The  kind  efteem  of  this  enlighten'd  nation  : 

This  I  muft  forfeit,  forfeit  all  the  praife 

And  influence  of  no  inglorious  life, 

If  I  become  an  abject:  fuppliant 

To  that  fierce  zealot,  from  whofe  iron  rod 

I  ftrove  to  flicker  this  devoted  land. 

LADY   RUSSEL. 

No,  Ruflel ;  the  corrupted  lips  of  Faction 
Are  prone  to  evil :  but  the  voice  of  ages, 
The  fentence  of  the  world,  is  firmly  juft; 
And  by  that  fentence  thou  art  fure  to  ftand 
High  on  the  lift  of  thofe  bright  characters 
Immortaliz'd  with  pure  idolatry 
By  Truth  and  Freedom  ;  men  whofe  very  name 
Is  fweeteft  mufic  to  the  ear  of  Nature. 

If 
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If  in  a  future  age,  when  we  are  duft, 

Thy  virtues  can  be  queftion'd,  it  muft  be 

By  fycophants,  who,  flattering  royalty, 

With  flanderous  furmifes  would  degrade 

Each  juft  antagonift  of  lawlefs  power ; 

Or  by  thofe  yet  more  abjeft  enemies, 

Thofe  fceptics  of  a  cold  farcaftic  fpirit, 

Who,  judging  from  their  own  contracted  hearts, 

Poflefs  no  confidence  in  human  virtue. 

Ru  s  SE  L. 

Affe£lion  over-rates  thy  Ruflel's  merit : 
But  let  this  fond  opinion  of  his  fame 
Preclude  thy  vain  requeft,  which,  being  granted, 
Would  but  afflift  thy  love.     Confider  well 
How  it  would  wound  thy  generous  pride,  to  hear 
Thy  lord  had  ftain'd  the  life  thou  deem'ft  fo  glorious 
By  an  ignoble  eagernefs  to  live, 

LADY  RUSSEL. 

Believe  me,  Ruflel,  it  would  wound  me  more 
To  think  that,  deaf  to  all  my  juft  entreaties, 
My  hufband,  carelefs  of  his  orphan  children, 
With  fullen  dignity  threw  life  away, 
Rather  than  ftoop  to  fue  for  the  remiffion 
Of  his  unrighteous  doom. 

RUSSEL. 
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R  U  S  S  E  L. 

Alas  !  my  love* 

Should  I  implicitly  purfue  the  di&ates 
Of  all  thy  fond  folicitude,  fuch  conduct 
Would  but  provoke  the  infult  of  our  foes, 
And  could  avail  thee  nothing. 

LADYRUSSEL. 

Yes,  my  RufTel, 

Should  the  relentlefs  York  reject  thy  prayer, 
In  thofe  fad  years  of  bitternefs  and  anguifh, 
When,  if  the  will  of  Heaven  is  fix'd  to  part  us, 
My  widow'd  foul,  with  unabating  forrow, 
Muft  dwell  upon  thy  image,  and  for  ever 
Repafs  in  thought  thefe  agonizing  fcenes, 
It  will  afford  me  then  a  faint  relief, 
To  think  my  active  love,  in  this  diftrefs, 
Omitted  nothing,  that  had  duty's  fancYion, 
To  fnatch  thee  from  the  fcaffold. 
R  u  s  s  E  L. 

Lovely  fuppliant ! 

Thy  virtuous  tendernefs  has  melted  me  j 
And,  though  I  could  not  purchafe  it  by  guilt, 
Thy  peace  is  dearer  to  my  heart  than  glory. 

Thou 
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Thou  {halt  not  fay  thy  Ruffel  e'er  refus'd 
One  prayer  of  thine  : — give  me  again  the  pen 
My  weak  difdain  rejeaed.  [Ru/el  writes. 

L  A  to  Y   RUSSEL. 

Blefs  thy  kindnefs  ! 

Blefs  thy  prevailing  love  !  for  I  perceive 
How  hardly  it  has  ftruggled,  to  obtain 
This  triumph  over  brave  indignant  pride, . 
Abhorring  e'en  the  fhadow  of  difgrace. — 
O  thou  all-powerful  Spirit !  who  canft  make 
The  meaneft  implements  of  mortal  ufe 
Thy  minifters  of  fafety  or  deftruclion  j 
Grant  that  this  love-direcled  pen  may  prove 
An  inftrument  of  gracious  prefervation  ! 
Guide  thou  my  Ruflel's  hand  ! — into  this  paper 
Pour  words  of  heavenly  potency  to  change 
The  bloody  wifli  of  blinded  Superftition, 
And  melt  vindictive  Rancour  into  mercy  ! 

Enter  Spencer. 
LADY   RUSSEL. 
Kind  Spencer  !  opportunely  art  thou  come 
To  chear  my  Ruflel's  folitary  hour, 
While  my  keen  hopes  to  win  by  Application, 

9  From 


A      TRAGEDY.  191 

From  potent  York,  the  pardon  of  my  Lord, 
Force  me  to  leave  him. 

SPENCER. 

IH  befall  the  heart 
That  melts  not  at  the  voice  of  fuch  a  fuppliant ! 

R  u  s  s  E  L, 

Good  Spencer  !  thanks  to  that  unwearied  zeal 
Which  makes  thee  frequent  in  thy  welcome  vifits 
To  a  poor  captive. — There,  my  anxious  Love  F 
Take  what  thy  truth  and  tendernefs  have  forc'd 
From  Ruflel's  frail  and  yielding  refolution  : 
His  pliancy,  I  know,  will  meet  with  blame  ; 
But  thofe  who  have  a  heart  to  feel  thy  merits, 
Will  blufh  at  their  quick  cenfure,  and  recall  it, 

LADYRUSSEL. 
Now  let  me,  RufTel  !  from  thy  prifon  fly. 
Like  the  exploring  dove,  whofe  eager  wing 
Flew  from  the  ark,  to  vifit  it  again 
With  bleft  aflurance  of  fubfiding  ftorms.  [Exit, 

R  u  s  s  E  L. 

My  worthy  kinfman,  when  my  voice  is  filenc'd, 
As  foon  it  will  be,  witnefs  to  the  world 
The  tender  virtues  and  connubial  love 

Of 


192  LOkD     RUSSELt 

Of  that  angelic  woman  ! — And,  I  pray, 
As  gentlenefs  and  honor  have  endear'd  thee 
To  all  our  houfe,  do  thou,  my  faithful  Spencer^ 
Attend,  with  pitying  care,  my  wife  and  father 
On  the  dread  day  that  ends  our  mortal  union  j 
Watch  them  with  all  the  vigilance  of  friendfhip, 
And  foothe  the  Decent  anguifh  of  their  grief. 

SPENCER. 

Heaven  yet,  my  Lord,  may  fave  us  from  that  fcene 
Of  private  woe  and  national  diflrefs* 

R  u  s  s  E  L. 

Believe  me,  though  I  ftoop  to  afk  for  life* 
I  afk  not,  thinking  to  obtain  my  fuit ; 
But  from  the  tender  wifli  to  mitigate 
The  future  fufferings  of  a  faithful  mourner, 
By  this  compliance  with  her  fondeft  prayer. 

SPENCER. 

The  touching  eloquence  of  her  affliction, 
Join'd  to  the  memory  of  her  father's  merit, 
That  honor'd  fervant  of  the  Crovrn,  Southampton, 
May  wreft  your  pardon  from  the  favage  heart 
Of  Men  York. 

Ru  J  SEL. 

Impoffible,  my  friend  f 

9  My 
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My  life's  the  prey  that  his  infatiate  rage 
Has  keenly  chas'd — he  holds  it  in  his  toils, 
And  every  profpecl  of  efcape  is  clos'd. 

SPENCER. 
Yet  think,  my  Lord,  that  other  means  of  fafety— 

RUSSE  L. 

No,  Spencer :  I  have  thought,  I  truft  not  vainly, 
Of  the  chief  object  that  my  mind  muft  dwell  on, 
How  to  fuftain  the  trying  part  to  which 
The  will  of  Heaven  appoints  me ;  how  to  meet 
The  hidden  ftroke  of  ignominious  death, 
As  may  become  the  man  whofe  life  has  won 
From  this  brave  land  obfervance  and  regard.— 
O  Spencer  !  when  the  wearied  eye  furveys, 
The  gloomy  face  of  Earth,  the  Law's  abufe, 
And  Freedom  finking  under  favage  Power, 
The  wreck  of  Public  Virtue,  the  bafe  arts 
And  treachery  of  her  apoftate  fons, 
With  all  the  countlefs  ills  that  in  her  train 
A  blind  and  barbarous  Superftition  brings; 
When  thefe  are  prefent  to  the  guiltlefs  mind, 
It  feems  a  fair  and  blefled  fate  to  fly 
From  this  dark  den  of  mifery  and  vice, 
To  the  bright  prcfbnce  of  divine  Perfection  I 
VOL.  VI.  O  S  p  i  N  c  E  R. 
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SPENCER. 

Yet  of  how  pure  a  nature  are  thofe  bleffings 
This  earth  would  furnifh  to  your  refcued  virtue  f 
R  v  s  s  E  L. 

0  gentle  kinfman  !  in  my  fofter  hours 

My  heart  ftill  clings  to  thofe  attra&ive  obje&s 
Of  tenderefl  attachment  j  for  this  heart 
Was  fram'd  by  nature  for  the  fweet  enjoyment 
Of  focial  duties  and  domeftic  blifs. 

1  will  avow  to  thee,  (for  thy  mild  fpirit 
Can  fympathize  in  every  true  diftrefs) 
That  when  I  think  to  what  excefs  of  anguifh 
I  leave  the  worthieft  and  moft  tender  wife, 
That  with  endearing  innocence  and  love 
E'er  bleft  a  hufband,  the  forbidden  tear 

Starts  from  my  heart  perforce,  my  frame  is  chill'dy 
And  fhudders  at  the  fiiarp  divorce  of  fteel, 
So  foon  to  fall  upon  our  chafte  affection, 

SPENCER. 

Yet  may  ye  live  a  bl effing  to  each  other  j 
And  give. 'a  bright  example  to  mankind, 
That  happinefs  abides  with  virtuous  love  !— 
Life  flands  within  your   choice : — the  King,   who 
knows 

With 
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With  what  a  fond  refpecl:  and  confidence 
The  generous  people  lean  to  the  opinion 
Of  men  fo  rooted  in  their  hearts  as  you  are*        , 
Courts  your  acceptance  of  immediate  pardon  ; 
If  you  will  but  acknowledge,  in  his  prefence, 
That  you  believe  no  fubjecT:  has  a  right, 
However  tempted,  to  refift  the  Throne. 

R  u  s  s  E  L. 

Have  any  of  my  friends  fuppos'd,  that  Ruflel 
Could  buy  exiftence  at  a  price  like  this  ? 

SPENCER. 

The  worthy  churchmen,  who  in  this  vile  prifon 
Have  been  your  kind  affiduous  attendants, 
Build  on  this  ground  ftrong  hopes  j — they  have  ob- 

tain'd 

The  fan&ioh  of  your  venerable  father 
To  argue  with  you  this  important  queflion  ; 
Believing  they  may  lead  your  candid  mind 
To  terms,  which,  in  their  cool  confiderate  judgment, 
Have  the  clear  warrantry  of  truth  and  reafon. 

R  u  s  s  E  L. 

Good  men  !  they  are  an  honor  to  the  church 
For  fignal  harmony  of  faith  and  practice  j 

O  2    .  But 
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But  haply,  cramp'd  by  piety's  nice  fcruples, 
'Their  minds  have  not  expanded  to  embrace 
The  mighty  caufe  of  Freedom. — O  my  friend  ! 
I  want  the  fpirit-ftirring  faculty 
Of  eloquence,  to  range  in  bright  array 
The  potent  claims  of  Nature,  and  enlift 
In  her  pure  fervice  all  the  noble  paffions 
That  give  diftinclion  to  the  life  of  man  : 
But  gracious  Heaven  endow'd  me  with  a  heart 
To  aft  the  upright  virtuous  citizen  ; 
And  meet  the  axe,  much  rather  than  betray 
The  charter'd  rights  of  this  my  native  land. 

SPENCER. 

Are  you,  my  Lord,  fo  fettled  in  your  thoughts 
On  this  nice  queftion,  that  no  arguments 
May  fhake  the  airy  fabric  of  opinion  ? 

R  u  s  s  E  L. 

Good  Spencer,  thou  haft  known  me  many  years, 
And  for  a  man  of  plain  and  fimple  reafon  ; 
Which  clearly  tells' me  that  the  King's  pofition, 
Once  granted,  finks  the  free-born  fons  of  England 
To  the  tame  vaflals  of  a  Turkifli  defpot. 
My  mind  can-frame  no  image  of  a  ftate 

That 
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That  laws  have  limited,  without  a  right 

To  guard  thofe  limitations  j  and  my  confcience, 

That  higher  fovereign,  who  challenges 

My  firft  obedience  in  all  points  of  moment,  • 

Will  not  permit  me,  by  a  different  language, 

To  purchafe  life  from  the  deluded  King. 

SPENCER. 

With  painful  admiration  I  have  heard 
The  fteady  dictates  of  your  patriot  virtue3 
That  will,  with  mingled  agony  and  joy, 
Confirm  the  prefage  of  your  noble  father. 
Howe'er  he  liftehs,  with  attentive  fondnels, 
To  all  that  friendly  zeal  fuggefts  to  fave  you, 
He  knows,  and  glories  in  your  firm  adherence 
To  the  dear  rights  of  England  ;  nor  can  wifh, 
Though  with  the  fan&ion  of  fuch  friends,  to  fee  you 
Exchange  it  for  the  lure  of  forfeit  life. 

Ru  s  s  EL. 

Although  I  truft  he  fully  knows  that  mind, 
Which  his  fond  cares  have  ftrengthen'd  and  enrich'd 
With  its  beft  powers  of  manly  refolution ; 
Yet,  as  ill-grounded  and  diftreffing  doubts 
Are  natural  infirmities  of  age, 

03  At 
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At  times,  perchance,  my  venerable  father 

May  fear  left  the  approach  of  violent  death 

Should  with  difgraceful  pliancy  infect 

The  fpirit  of  his  fon— I  therefore  pray  thee 

Return  ;  allure  him,  that  our  pious  friends 

Muft  lofe  their  well-meant  labor  in  debate  : 

My  mind's  unchangeable  ;  and  gracious  Heaven, 

As  my  dark  fate  draws  nearer,  gives  my  foul 

New  ftrength  to  triumph  o'er  its  fliadowy  terrors  | 

Allure  the  tender  Bedford,  I  fhall  meet 

The  hour  of  execution  as  his  love 

Muft  wifh,  with  that  fedate  and  chearful  brow 

Which  fuits  the  guiltlefs  fon  of  fuch  a  father. 

SPENCER. 

-  My  Lord,  I  will  religioufly  obey  you, 
And  on  the  inftant  j  as  I  now  perceive 
Your  chief  heart-chofen  friend  is  come  to  fhare 
The  private  converfe  of  your  precious  hours.     [Exit^ 
gnter  CAVENDISH. 

R  u  s  s  E  L. 

Welcome,  dear  Cavendifh  !  my  eager  heart 
Has  panted  for  thy  prefence,  keenly  wifhing 
To  reft  the  burthen  of  its  cares  on  thee. 

Yet, 
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Yet,  ere  I  ceafe  to  live,  O  let  me  take 
One  long  farewell  of  him,  whofe  friendfhip  gave 
Luftre  and  value  to  that  life  which  fate 
Severely  calls  me  to  refign  ! 

CAVENDISH. 

Which  Love 

And  Friendfhip's  voice  command  thee  to  preferve.— • 
I  come  to  fave  thee,  Ruflel !  nor  muft  lofe 
One  moment  in  the  heaven-fuggefted  plan. 

R  u  s  s  E  L. 

Dear  fanguine  friend,  the  fond  illufive  warmth 
Of  thy  kind  heart  invefts  thy  eager  fancy 
With  vifionary  power. 

CAVENDISH. 

The  fiends  of  hell 

Shall  not  defeat  the  project  my  good  angel 
Infpires  for  thy  prote&ion  ! --Swear  thou,  firft, 
By  our  inviolate  friendfhip,  and  by  ties 
Yet  ftronger  on  thy  heart,  thy  wife  and  children, 
Swear  thou  wilt  grant  me  one  requeft. 

R  U  S  S  £  L. 

Dear  Cavendifh, 
Thou  wouldft  engage  me  in  fome  hafty  bufinefs,  m 

O  4  Pregnant 
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Pregnant  with  danger  to  thy  generous  felf  5 
Elfe  had  thy  frank  affection  ne'er  devis'd 
A  bond  fo  needlefs,  to  the  mind  which  holds 
Requefts  from  thee  as  facred  as  the  laws 
Of  faith  and  honor :— but  explain  thy  purpofe. 

CAVENDISH. 

Here,,  in  this  happy  hour  of  privacy, 
Let  us  exchange  our  habits  j  fo  may'ft  thou, 
Muffling  thy  face  as  in  the  veil  of  forrow, 
Pafs  unfufpedted,  and  elude  the  guard. 
Two  of  our  trufly  friends  are  plac'd  to  meet  thee, 
And  all  the  means  of  thy  efcape  concerted. 
Hafte,  I  conjure  thee  !  while  I  here  remain 
Wrapt  in  thy  mourning  garb  j  but  with,  a  fpirit 
Ready  to  burft  into  triumphant  joy, 
And  mock  the  baffled  malice  of  thy  foes. 

R  u  s  s  E  L. 

Brave  Cavendifh  !  'tis  hard  to  quit  a  world 
That  furnifhes  fuch  friends  j  yet  eafier  this, 
Than  by  a  hafty  flight  from  death  to  hazard 
A  life  I  hold  ftill  dearer  than  my  own. 
No,  I  can  ne'er  expofe  thy  generous  virtue 
To  that  bafe  fate  thou  urgeft  me  to  fhun. 

CAVENDISH, 
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CAVENDISH. 

They  dare  not  ftrike  at  me  ;  their  venal  juries 
Have  paft  no  treacherous  verdict  on  my  head. 

R  U  S  S  E  L. 

The  eminence  of  thy  exalted  virtue 
Would  make  thee  their  fure  victim  ;  and  perchance 
The  latent  ruffians  (fuch  I  think  there  are) 
Who  robb'd  the  injur'd  world  of  gallant  Eflex, 
Would  double,  in  the  mind  of  their  bafe  inaflcr. 
Their  murd'rous  merits  by  difpatching  thee. 

CAVENDISH. 

There  is  no  peril ;  but  admit  the.worft, 
I  want  not  ftrength  to  grapple  with  fuch  villains, 
And  wear  a  dagger  here  to  punifh  them. 

R  u  s  s  E  L. 

Friend  of  my  inmoft  foul !  thy  generous  offer 
Yet  clofer  draws  thofe  honorable  bands 
That  in  our  mortal  pilgrimage  have  bound  us 
Firm  to  each  other,  and,  defying  death, 
Will  prove  to  us,  I  truft,  in  brighter  fcenes, 
A  lafting  unextinguifhable  fource 
Of  pure  ambition  and  angelic  joy. 
But  the  kind.purpofe  of  thy  noble  zeal 
Thy  RuiTel  muft  reject.    Granting  thy  plan 

Free 
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Free  from  all  perils  to  thy  precious  life, 
(And  it  abounds  with  many  moft  alarming)  ; 
Flight,  howfoe'er  effected,  would  produce 
Dishonor  to  thy  friend,  as  wanting  truft 
In  fpotlefs  innocence  or  manly  courage. 

CAVENDISH. 

The  tongue  of  Slander  dares  not  to  impeach 
Thy  fortitude ! 

R  u  s  s  E  L. 

•  ,      Yet  more  :  for  1  will  lay 
My  fecret  foul  before  thee. — Thou  haft  feen 
How  far  thy  friendfhip  and  my  Rachel's  love 
Have  power  to  make  life  lovely  in  my  fight  j 
And  my  kind  father,  whofe  declining  age- 
But  I  muft  paufe,  and  check  this  natural  burft 
Of  tender  gratitude.— Thou  fully  knoweft 
All  the  ftrong  ties  that  chain  my  heart  to  earth  ; 
Yet  I  perceive  thefe  adamantine  links, 
Touch'd,  without  doubt,  by  heavenly  influence, 
Seem  to  give  way  ;  and  my  afpiring  foul 
Begins  to  covet  that  ignoble  fate, 
Which  {hews  fo  horrible  in  vulgar  eyes  ! 

CAVENDISH. 
And  canft  thou  wifh  to  leave  us  ? 

RUSSEL. 
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R  U  S  S  E  L. 

O  my  friend  ! 

Among  the  ftrongeft  paflions  of  my  heart, 
Perhaps  more  forcible  than  love  and  friendfhip, 
From  childhood  I  have  cherifh'd  an  attachment 
To  my  brave  country  : — though  a  tranfient  cloud 
Now  hovers  o'er  her,  my  prophetic  eyes 
Perceive  that  fhe  is  deflin'd  to  emerge 
To  happinefs  and  glory.    Thou  fhalt  live, 
Dear  noble  friend  !  to  view,  and  to  aflift 
This  bleft  event. — The  death  I  am  to  fuffer 
Will  more  contribute,  than  my  life  could  do, 
To  England's  welfare  : — in  the  future  fabric, 
Deflin'd  to  fave  and  to  perpetuate 
The  fapp'd  foundations  of  her  faith  and  freedom, 
My  blood  may  prove  a  cement  -,  this  idea 
Suftains,  infpirits,  and  delights  my  foul. 

CAVENDISH. 

Heroic  Ruflel !  bright  and  genuine  martyr 
Of  Liberty  and  Truth  !  if  thou  muft  perifh, 
I  yet  mail  wear,  engraven  on  my  heart, 
The  radiant  image  of  thy  fignal  virtues, 
As  a  pure  charm,  of  potency  to  guard 

The 
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The  lowlieft  mind  from  every  fervile  thought.— 

Hark  I  fure  I  heard  the  hated  voice  of  York  ! 

Dares  he  infult  imprifon'd  innocence, 

By  venturing  to  approach  it  ?  May  we  not 

Move  farther  off  from  that  detefted  found  ? 

It  fliakes  my  tortur'd  brain,  and  almoft  tempts  me 

To  rufh  at  once,  and  from  the  coward  breaft 

Of  that  apoftate  tear  th'  envenom'd  heart 

That  guides  the  murd'rous  axe  againft  my  Ruflel. 

R  U  S  S  E  L. 

Patience,  dear  ardent  fpirit ! — Come  this  way  $ 
The  adjoining  chamber  is  allotted" me 
For  privacy  and  prayer.     Come,  to  receive 
The  benediction  of  thy  dying  friend.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  York,  with  the  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 

YORK. 

I  know  fome  proud  abettors  of  his  guilt 
Are  plotting  his  efcape  j  but  mark,  Lieutenant, 
If  the  convicted  traitor  in  your  charge 
Appear  not  on  his  fummons  to  the  fcaffold, 
Your  life  fhall  anfwer  it. 

LIEUTENANT. 

I  truft  your  Highnefs 

Will 
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Will  never  fee  occafion  to  condemn  m« 

For  any  breach  or  negligence  of  duty. 
Enter  Lady  Ruflel. 
LADY  RUSSEL. 

May  an  unhappy  mourner  dare  to  hope 

That  gracious  mercy  guides  the  princely  York 

To  Ruflel's  prifon  ?  At  your  feet  I  fall 

In  my  dear  Lord's  behalf,  who  in  this  paper 

Implores  your  interceffion  with  the  King 

To  fave.an  innocent  and  injur'd  fubjecl. 
YORK. 

Rife,  Madam  ! — Tell  your  Lord,  that  I  forgive  him 

His  bold  feditious  practices  to  bar 

My  juft  fucceffion  to  the  Englifh  throne  ; 

But  my  allegiance  and  fraternal  duty 

Forbid  me  to  appear  the  advocate 

Of  one  whofe  life  is  forfeit  to  the  law 

For  plotting  to  deftroy  my  royal  brother.-— 

In  pity  to  your  fufferings,  I  advife  you 

To  wafte  no  fjuitlefs  labor  in  oppofing 

That  ftroke  of  juftice  which  we  all  lament, 

But  which  the  fafety  of  the  realm  requires.        [Exit* 

LADY  RUSSEL. 
Thou  ruthlefs  hypocrite  !  thy  fullen  cruelty 

Converts 
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Converts  the  fwelling  tear  of  fupplication 
To  fiery  (corn  ;  and  my  prophetic  fpirit 
Forefees  an  hour  in  which  thy  abjeft  foul, 
With  more  than  womanifh  terror,  fhall  implord 
That  fuccour  thy  hard  heart  denies  to  me. 
LIEUTENANT. 

0  Lady  !  thy  unmerited  afflictions 

Have  feiz'd  a  ftranger's  bofom,  and  impel  me 
To  make  fome  effort  to  aflift  thy  prayers. 
The  Duke  is  mercilefs,  and  thirfts  for  blood  ; 
But  pity  harbours  in  our  Sovereign's  heart : 

1  know  this  very  morning  he  has  utter'd 
Words  of  kind  import  to  your  injur'd  Lord  ^ 
If,  in  fome  happy  minute,  you  could  throw 
Your  forrows  at  his  feet,  they  muft  prevail. 
He  ftill  is  in  the  precincts  of  the  Tower  ; 

Wait  here  fome  moments,   and  kind  Heaven  may 

teach  me 

To  draw  him  this  way  yet,  ere  he  rejoins 
His  peftilent  counfellor,  the  cruel  Duke.  [Exit* 

LADY  RUSSEL. 

The  bleffings  of  my  grateful  heart  go  with  thee  ! 
Good  angels  fecond  the  unlook'd-for  pity 
Of  this  brave  foldier  !  Grant  me  power  to  fpcak 

My 
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My  RuflePs  wrongs  to  the  mifguided  King  ! 
And  thou,  bleft  fpirit  of  my  virtuous  father, 
Whofe  matchlefs  fervices  fo  well  deferve 
The  kind  remembrance  of  a  royal  matter, 
Infpire  thy  fuppliant  child  with  words  to  melt 
The  harden'd  heart  of  Grandeur  ! — He  approaches  !'— 
O  cruel  fate  !  at  fight  of  my  diftrefs 
He  turns,  as  eager  to  avoid  a  wretch 
He  dares  not  fuccour  ! — Stay,  my  gentle  Sovereign  5 
Yet  ftay,  yet  hear  the  miferable  mourner 
Who  claims  thy  mercy. — Heaven  \  he  hears  my  prayer  5 
He  ftops — he  doubts — and  his  reverted  eye 
Looks  kindly  back.     Behold,  rny  gracious  Liege  \ 
Behold'the  daughter  of  thy  lov'd  Southampton 
Proftrate  before  thee,  and  yet  wanting  voice 
To  utter  all  the  juft  and  ardent  prayer 
Her  heart  addrefles  to  thy  Clemency  ! 
Enter  the  King. 

KING. 

Rife,  lovely  mourner  ! — be  afiur'd  I  pity 
Your  virtuous  fufferings  ;  and  fmcerely  mourn 
Thofe  hard  neceflities  of  {rate,  whofe  force 
O'er-rules  the  milder  wifhes  of  my  mind 
To  fpare  the  precious  life  for  which  you  lyieel. 
5 
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'     LADVRUSSEL. 

If  the  bright  cherub  Mercy  has  infpir'd 

Your  royal  bofom  with  a  wifh  to  fave  him, 

O  let  no  fubtle  fiend,  with  bafe  fuggeftion, 

Subdue  that  heavenly  impulfe  .'—ne'er  was  monarch 

More  loudly  call'd,  by  Equity  and  Truth, 

To  the  exertion  of  his  nobleft  power, 

The  privilege  to  fpare. — So  may  my  foul 

Find  grace  before  the  judgment-feat  of  Heaven, 

As  it  is  fure  my  Ruilel  never  harbour'd 

A  fingle  thought  of  blood,  or  aught  of  evil, 

Againft  the  life  and  welfare  of  his  King  : 

Nay  more,  my  Liege  j  I  know  his  gentle  virtue 

Has  often  join'd  in  painful  fellowfliip 

With  bold  bad  men,  whom  his  pure  heart  abhorr'd, 

To  lead  your  child,  the  young  and  princely  Monmouth, 

From  the  dark  paths  of  their  pernicious  counfel. 

KING. 

Your  Lord  is  happy  in  an  advocate 
Of  moft  perfuafive  powers  :  I  wifh,  but  dare  not, 
To  flop  the  courfe  of  the  offended  law 
Againft  the  man  for  whom  your  tender  virtues 
Plead  with  fuch  fervency  :— my  kingdom's  peace 
Demands  the  dread  completion  of  his  fentence  j- 

His 
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His  refcu'd  life  would  lead  triumphant  Faction 
To  practices  more  daring,  and  diftract 
The  agitated  realm  with  civil  broils. 
LADY  RUSSEL. 
Alas  !  you  little  know  the  gentle  fpirit 
Of  my  wrong'd  Lord.     But  if  his  life  is  held 
So  hazardous  to  England's  peace,  my  Liege, 

0  let  him  pafs  the  remnant  of  his  days 

Far  from  this  troubled  ifle  : — his  wife  and  children 
Will  guide  th'  obedient  exile  where  you  order  ; 
And,  if  a  defert  yields  him  life  and  fafety, 
Think  paradife  is  there  ! 

KING. 

You  touch  my  foul, 
Fair  fuppliant ! — Let  them  blame  my  pliant  weaknefs; 

1  am  not  marble,  and  muft  fhew  you  mercy.— 
Where  is  my  Lord  of  Bedford — with  his  fon  ? 

LADY  RUSSEL. 
No,  my  kind  Sovereign  ; — fliall  I  fly  to  feek  him  ? 

KING. 

Bid  him,  with  inftant  fpeed,  prepare  a  veflel, 
That  may  convey  Lord  Ruflel  to  the  coaft 
Of  France  or  Holland,  as  our  will  directs. — 
Lady,  you  little  know  what  cruel  bars 

VOL,  VI.  P  Obflrua 


2io          LORD     R  U  S  S  E  L: 

Obftruft  the  willirfg  ftep  of  royal  mercy  : 
Kings  are  forc'd  often  to  do  good  by  ftealth, 
And  fuch  is  now  my  curfe. — But  let  your  father 
Make  preparations  for  a  fecret  flight, 
And  wait  our  pleafure  with  the  prifoner  here. 
Ere  night  he  fhall  receive  our  terms  of  pardon, 
And  with  them  an  exprefs,  though  private  order 
For  the  enlargement  of  your  captive  Lord. 

LADY  RUSSEL. 
May  the  great  Fountain  of  beneficence, 
The  King  of  kings,  reward  my  gracious  mafter 
For  this  kind  promife  to  his  grateful  fervant  ! — 
O  my  good  Liege  !  let  but  your  own  mild  fpitit 
Be  your  prime  counfellor,  to  fhut  your  ear 
Againft  the  fubtleties  of  cruel  zealots  ; 
Tranquillity  fhall  blefs  your  fafe  dominion, 
And  loyalty  and  love  fupport  your  throne. — 
But  let  me  fly  to  my  deliver'd  Ruflel 
With  thefe  moft  happy  tidings  of  your  bounty  ; 
And  in  reiterated  prayers  to  Heaven, 
For  every  good  on  my  indulgent  Sovereign, 
Pour  forth  the  fullnefs  of  my  fwelling  heart !     [Exit. 

KING. 
How  touching  is  her  love  !  I  envy  Ruflel 

Tb' 
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TV  angelic  tendernefs  of  that  chafte  woman. 

Enter  York. 

YORK. 

What !  has  the  whining  wife  of  guilty  Ruflel 
Pefter'd  your  ear,  my  brother,  with  vain  tales, 
To  vouch  th~  truth  of  that  convi&ed  traitor  ? 
Whofe  death  muft  now  be  fpeedy,  to  fecure 
Your  kingdom's  quiet,  and  your  perfon's  fafety. 

KING. 

Brother,  your  Romifh  friends  incline  too  much 
To  fanguinary  counfels — I  abhor  them  ! 
What,  if  in  pity  to  a  virtuous  woman, 
In  kind  remembrance  of  her  father's  merits, 
Friend  of  our  exil'd  youth,  and  beft  fupport 
Of  our  recover'd  throne  j  what  if  I  grant 
'Some  little  mercy  to  her  urgent  prayer, 
And  change  her  hufband's  death  to  banifhment  ? 

YORK. 

By  Heaven  it  muft  not  be  ! — what !  when  the  Law, 
That  faithful  guardian  of  your  facred  life, 
Has  paft  its  fentence  on  your  proftrate  foe, 
For  bafe  confpiracy  and  bloody  treafon, 
Falfe  to  yourfelf,  (hall  you,  in  weak  compafllon 
To  an  infinuating  woman's  tears, 

P  2  Thus 
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Thus  refcue  and  empower  Rebellion's  idol 
To  form  a  fecond  more  fuccefsful  plot  ? 

KING. 

Your  hafty  fear  outruns  true  policy  ; 
And  this  excefs  of  rigor,  which  your  priefts    . 
Have  taught  you,  bodes,  I  think,  but  little  good 
Both  to  your  power  and  mine. — You,  when  you  chufe, 
May  vifit  Rome  ;  I,  brother,  am  too  old 
To  enter  once  again  on  foreign  travels. 

YORK. 

Nor  may  we  fuffer  you  to  fall  at  home, 
Through  carelefs  indolence,  by  Treafon's  dagger. 
Think  not  I  fpeak  from  ancient  enmity 
To  this  infidious  Ruflel :  for  myfelf, 
He  has  my  pardon  for  his  crimes  to  me  -r 
But  the  regard  I  owe  your  hallow'd  perfon, 
Leads  me  to  prefs  for  his  immediate  death  : 
Before  trre  houfe  that  bears  his  father's  name, 
The  houfe  that  hid  his  bloody  machinations, 
I  wifh  to  fee  the  murd'rous  rebel  die. — 
But  let  us  hafte  from  hence.    I  will  aflemble 
The  members  of  your  council  moft  inftru&ed 
In  this  bafe  treafon — they  will  clearly  prove     , 
You  have  but  tnis  alternative  to  chufe, 

To 
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To  execute  or  perifh  -  One  muft  fall, 
The  traiterous  convic-t,  or  the  injur'd  King. 

End   of  ACT     II. 


ACT        III, 

SCENE    I. 

Lord  RufTel  writing,  and  attended  by  Spencer. 

SPENCER. 

QUIT,  my  dear  Lord,  your  mournful  preparation 
For  that  unworthy  fate,  which  your  bleft  conforf, 
Here  fully  prov'd  our  good  and  guardian  angel, 
Has  happily  averted. 

R  u  s  s  E  L. 

When  a  life 

Hangs,  my  good  Spencer,  on  a  prince's  word, 
Whofe  refolution  is  the  pliant  flaye 
Of  artifice  and  importunity, 
Reafon  difdains  to  take  into  account 

P  3  A  poor 
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A  poor  pofleflion  held  on  fuch  a  tenure. 
I  can  believe  the  King  inclines  to  fave  me  ; 
Bu':  know  how  foon  his  unrefifting  fpirit 
Yields  to  the  voice  of  that  vindictive  zeal, 
Which  with  incefTant  and  increafing  fury 
Now  clamours  for  my  blood  : — I  therefore  hold  it 
The  part  of  prudence  to  leave  nought  undone, 
Which,  on  a  fudden  fummons  to  the  block, 
I  yet  might  wifh,  but  want  the  time  to  do. 

SPENCER. 
Ufelefs  (though  noble)  may  this  caution  prove  ! 

RUSSEL. 

Be  that  as  Heaven  thinks  beft.— Since  bufy  Rumour, 
In  his  blind  hafte  to  catch  a  fleeting  image, 
Is  apt  to  form  a  faithlefs  portraiture 
Of  public  characters,  I  here,  my  friend, 
Have,  as  a  legacy,  bequealh'd  the  world 
A  true  though  fimple  picture  of  myfelf. 
When  I  am  gone,  my  honeft  countrymen, 
Reading  this  paper,  may  with  confidence 
Say,  Such  was  Ruflel — this  account  of  him 
Being  as  clear  from  falfhood  and  difguife 
As  that  which,  in  his  hour  of  heavenly  audit, 

Muft 
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Muft  prove  the  ground  of  his  eternal  doom. 

Here  is  my  latcft  talk  :  perufe  this  letter, 

Which  on  my  death  the  King  is  to  receive  ? 
SPENCER. 

It  breathes  that  gentle  magnanimity 

For  which  your  life  is  noted. 

R  u  s  s  E  L. 

At  the  time, 

The  fole'mn  time,  when  the  calm  foul  prepares 

For  quick  departure  to  that  world  of  peace, 
Where  enmity  and  anger  cannot  dwell, 

'Tis  furely  right  to  clofe  our  earthly  feuds, 

And  part  from  all  men  in  pure  charity. 

Though  I  have  never  fmn'd  againft  my  fovereign, 

By  any  deed  or  thought  that  meant  him  ill, 

In  many  vain  and  inconfiderate  hours 

I  yet  have  fported  with  his  name  and  frailties 

So  idly,  that  I  hold  it  decent  now 

To  crave  his  pardon  for  fuch  levities ; 

And,  in  the  gentleft  language  I  can  ufe, 

To  intimate,  that,  dying  thus  unjuitly, 

I  pardon  all  promoters  of  my  death, 

The  higheft  as  the  loweft. 

P   4  S  PE  NCER. 
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SPENCER. 

Ceafe,  my  Lord 

To  dwell  on  dying  thoughts.     With  eyes  that  fpeak 
Of  life  and  comfort,  your  deliverer 
Comes,  to  reftore  you  to  domeftic  blifs. 
Enter  Lady   Ruflel. 
LADY  RUSSEL. 

All,  my  dear  refcued  Love  !  all  is  prepar'd 
To  aid  your  bleft  removal  from  this  land 
Of  danger  and  diflention. — To  your  fight 
Exile  fhall  feem  a  kind  familiar  friend, 
Conducing  you  to  fafety  and  delight ; 
You  fhall  not  feel  you  have  a  foreign  home, 
For  all  your  houfe,  who  live  but  in  your  prefence, 
Are  fix'd  to  travel  with  us  : — the  kind  Bedford 
Will  to  the  rough  fea  truft  his  feeble  age 
For  your  fociety.     O  had  you  feen 
How  our  dear  little  ones  receiv'd  the  tidings 
Of  this  heart-healing  voyage  !  how  they  pant 
To  throw  their  eager  fondling  arms  around  you, 
And  welcome  you  again  to  life  and  joy  ! 
Enter   Bedford. 

BEDFORD. 
Pride  of  my  foul !  my  dear,  recovered  fon  ! 

Again 
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Again  I  view  thee,  with  parental  tranfpqrt, 
Snatch'd  from  the  broken  fnares  of  fhameful  death 
By  this  bleft  hand  ! — In  vain  thy  fuppliant  father 
Had  offer'd  to  exchange  his  envied  treafures 
For  that  fuperior  wealth,  which  in  his  heart 
Outweighs  all  opulence  : — fallen  Revenge, 
Subduing  Avarice,  with  fcorn  reje/ted 
Thy  proffer'd  ranfom.     Blank  defpair  had  feiz'd  mej 
But  in  the  hour  when  human  efforts  fail'd, 
This  pitying  feraph,  in  a  woman's  form, 
Brings  heavenly  aid,  and  turns  a  tyrant's  heart 
To  blefs  the  trembling  world  with  Ruflel's  life ! 

R  u  s  s  E  L. 

Dear  objects  of  my  love  !  I  pray  you  check 
This  eagernefs  of  joy  ;  for  O  I  feel 
That  it  muft  prove  to  you  the  treacherous  herald 
Of  heavier  grief! — your  kind  exulting  hope 
Is  a  brief  day  of  fummer  out  of  fcafon, 
That,  promifing  to  end  ftern  winter's  tyranny, 
Does  but  fupply  to  his  fufpended  breath 
The  power  to  pierce  more  deeply: — pray  be  caution'd, 
And  with  jufl  forefight  arm  yourfelves  againft 
The  certain  rigor  of  th'  inclement  time. 

BEDFORD. 
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BEDFORD. 

Has  not  the  King  relented,  and  engaged 
His  royal  word  to  fave  and  fet  thee  free  ? 

R  u  s  s  E  L. 

Alas,  my  father  !  had  his  word  poflefs'd 
That  ftedfaft  fanctity  which  fhould  belong 
To  the  pure  breath  of  princes,  this  fair  ifle, 
Who  trufted  in  his  faith,  had  never  known 
Her  prefent  depth  of  national  difgrace  : 
Have  we  not  feen  our  fovereign's  promifes 

Proverbially  invalid  ? Here  comes  one 

Whofe  meflage  will,  I  doubt  not,  end  the  queftion, 

Enter  an  Officer,   who  beckons  Ruffe], 
and  Jpeaks  to  him  afide. 

BEDFORD. 

O  my  dear  daughter  !  the  high  flood  of  hope 
Sinks  in  my  heart,  and  leaves  a  hideous  void. 

LADY   RUSSEL. 
Speak,  fpeak,  my  RuiTcl !  is  it  h'fe  or  death  ? 

RUSSEL. 

Patience,  fweet  fufferer  !— -Pray  inform  the  fherifF, 
Although  this  fhort  and  peremptory  fummons 
Savours  of  cruel  hafte,  he  (hall  not  wait.  [Exit  Officer, 
4  RUSSEL. 
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R  U  S  S  E  L. 

Ye,  whofe  keen  forrow  has  more  power  to  fhake 

The  heart  of  Ruflel  than  th'  impending  axe, 

By  our  pure  love  let  me  conjure  ye  now 

To  reconcile  your  grief- diftemper'd  thoughts 

To  Heaven's  dread  pleafure ;  who,  for  fome  high  purpofe. 

Permits  the  oppreffive  doom  of  innocence  !  — 

The  King  has  fignified  he  cannot  fave  me, 

And  I  muft  die  to-day. 

LADY   RUSSEL. 

Perfidious  cruelty  ! — 
But  I  will  fly,  and  by  my  loud  complaint, 
Waking  dead  Honor  in  his  wither'd  mind,         \ 
Force  from  the  treacherous  King  his  promis'd  mercy. 

[Exit. 

BEDFORD. 

I  yet  will  make  one  hopelefs  effort  more 
To  flop  the  vengeance  of  infatiate  York.  [Exit. 

RUSSEL. 

Go,  ye  kind  beings  !  for  the  bufy  love 
That  finds  employment,  though  in  fruitlefs  labor, 
Lightens  the  preflure  of  the  grief  it  bears. — 
Thou  feeft,  good  Spencer,  that  my  tender  wife 

Is 
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Is  now  fupported  by  her  zeal  to  fave  me  ; 
But  on  my  death,  the  quicknefs  of  her  fpirit 
Will  work  like  latent  fire  within  her  heart, 
A  flow  confumer  of  her  wafting  frame. 
It  is  her  fate  that  wounds  me — for  my  own 
Is  but  the  (horteft  and  moft  eafy  pafiage 
From  earthly  trouble  to  celeftial  joy. 
It  is  the  fancy  of  the  vulgar  mind 
That/oolifhly  arrays  the  dreaded  form 
Of  fudden  death  in  vifionary  horrors  : 
Believe  me,  Spencer,  in  the  month  juft  parr, 
The  tranfient  ficknefs  of  my  lovely  boy 
Prefs'd  harder  on  my  heart,  and  more  difturb'd 
The  natives  calmnefs  of  my  even  fpirit, 
Than  my  near  profpeft  of  the  ready  fcaffold. 

SPENCER. 

Yet,  my  dear  Lord,  I  view  with  awful  wonder 
The  firm  ferenity  of  foul  you  (hew 
On  this  hard  left  of  human  fortitude  ! 

R  U  S  S  E  L. 

Refleft,  my  friend,  that  my  imprifonment 
Has  made  the  fearful  image  of  my  fate 
Familiar  to  my  thought.     It  is  furprize 
6 


A      TRAGEDY.  221 

That  gives  to  Death  his  moft  appalling  power ;     s 
To  the  clear  eye  of  guiltlefs  Contemplation 
That  gloomy  fpeftre  grows  a  gorgeous  herald, 
Whofe  trumpet  founds  the  triumph  of  the  foul, 
And  fpeaks  its  entrance  on  the  ftage  of  glory. 
How  grand  !  how  pregnant  with  delight  and  wonder, 
Muft  be  the  change  of  fcene  from  earth  to  heaven  ! — 
What  if  a  mortal,  who  had  pafs'd  his  days 
In  the  dim  cavern  of  a  noxious  mine, 
Worn  with  hard  toil,  where  health-annoying  vapours 
Vext  and 'confounded  his  imperfect  fenfe  i 
If  fuch  a  mortal  fuddenly  were  laid 
On  the  bright  fummit  of  a  lofty  hill, 
To  tafte  the  balmy  fweetnefs  of  the  morn, 
And,  for  the  firft  time,  fee  the  rifing  fun 
Array  this  fair  and  fmiling  earth  in  all 
The  radiant  lovelinefs  of  form  and  colour  !  — — 
O  Spencer  !  if  I  felt  for  felf  alone, 
This  period,  deem'd  the  faddeft  of  my  life, 
Could  only  fill  my  mind  with  heavenly  joy  j 
But  for  my  mourning  friends,  and  moft  for  her 
Whnfe  faithful  love  has  many  years  to  weep, 
My  falt'ring  heart— now  give  it  ftrength,  good  Heaven ! 

For 
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For  even  now  its  hardeft  trial  comes — 
My  Rachel,  in  the  anguifh  of  defpair, 
Returns  to  take  a  long  and  laft  farewell. 
Enter  Lady   Ruffel. 
LADY  RUSSEL. 

Dear  Ruflel,  I  renounce  illufivc  hope  ! 
And  now  muft  teach  my  weaknefs  to  fuftain 
The  heavieft-  load  .of  imifcry  that  ever 
Fell  on  the  bleeding  heart  of  hclplefs  woman  !— 
The  King  denies  thee,  what  the  bafefl  felon 
Afks  not  in  vain,  the  refpite  of  a  day. 
Could'ft  thou  believe  it  ?  he  and  favage  York 
Are  now,  like  blood-hounds,  come  to  hunt  thec  hence, 
And  drive  thee  to  thy  death  !  they  but  allow  me 
A  few  fhort  minutes,  in  a  laft  embrace 
To  clafp,  to  blefs,  and  part  with  thee  for  ever  ! 

RUSSEL. 

Then  may  we  part  as  we  have  liv'd,  my  Rachel, 
In  the  pure  dignity  of  perfedl  love, 
Unftain'd  by  weaknefs  ! 

LADY   RUSSEL. 

Do  not  dread  my  tears  j 
They  cannot  fall  to  melt  thy  manly  firmnefs, 
For  Heaven  has  fteel'd  me  for  this  awful  hour. 

R  u  ss  Et. 
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R  U  S  S  E  L. 

Thou  dear  angelic  fpirit !  'tis  from  thee 
That  I  have  learnt  the  trueft  fortitude ; 
A  courage  built  upon  a  heavenly  bafis. — 

0  gracious  Being  !  who  has  guided  us 
Through  fourteen  years  of  pure  domeftic  blifs, 
The  beft  and  rareft  of  thy  gifts  to  man, 
Accept,  as  tribute  for  thy  bieiTings  paft, 

Our  meek  fubmiflion  in  this  trying  hour 
Of  thy  more  dreadful  pleafure  ! — at  thy  call 

1  yield  my  guiltlefs  life,  nor  would  decline 
To  die  for  having  ftruggled  to  preferve 
Thy  pureft  worfhip  in  my  native  land. 

O  that  my  blood  might  quench  that  fatal  torch 
Of  barbarous  Superftition,  which  begins 
To  fhed  once  more  its  fanguinary  glare 
Over  this  frighted  ifle  !  Might  Ruflel  prove 
The  laft  to  perim  by  oppreflive  power, 
And  the  bafe  fentence  of  perverted  law  ! — 
Fall  not  my  blood  on  the  mifguided  men 
Whofe  fury  fheds  it ' — As  I  truly  pardon 
My  ruthlefs  enemies,  fo,  Heaven  !  may'ft  thou 
Take  to  the  charge  of  thy  heart-healing  mercy 

This 
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This  my  chief  care,  this  deareft,  laft  concern 
Of  my  departing  foul,  this  fpotlefs  woman  ! 

LADY    RUSSEL. 

Let  not  thy  fears  for  me,  my  generous  Ruflel  ! 
Too  fondly  agitate  thy  feeling  mind  j 
The  gracious  Power  who  bleft  us  in  each  other, 
Will  not,  I  know,  abandon  utterly 
An  unoffending,  weak,  afflicted  woman, 
Dear  to  fo  pure  a  fpirh,  fan&ified 
By  the  kind  prayers  of  an  expiring  martyr  ! 

RUSSEL. 

.My  Love  !  I  will  not  to  thy  care  commend 
Thy  little  orphans ;  for  an  angel's  fight 
Cannot  in  tender  vigilance  furpafs 
The  anxious  mother,  who  furvives  to  fhield 
The  infant  pledges  of  our  chafte  affedion  ! 
No,  let  me  prefs  a  charge  upon  thy  memory, 
Where  I  moft  fear  thy  failure,  thy  dear  felf ; 
Regard  thy  precious  health,  as  the  poflelTion 
That  I  enjoin  thce  to  preferve"  and  cherifh. 

LADY    RUSSEL. 

Thou  guide  and  guardian  of  thy  Rachel's  life  ! 
Though  the  dark  grave  muft  hide  thee  from  my  eyes, 

Thy 
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Thy  gentlenefs,  thy  love,  thy  truth,  thy  virtues, 
Will  ftill,  like  faithful  and  protecting  fpirits, 
Be  ever  prefent  to  my  thought,  and  give 
My  grief-dejected  mind  new  power  to  rear 
The  little  idols  of  my  widow'd  heart. 

Ru  ss  E  L. 

They  will  have  all,  that  youth  requires,  in  thee  ; 
The  gentle  friend,  the  fond,  yet  firm  director, 
Whofe  fteady  kindnefs,  and  rever'd  perfection, 
Makes  difcipline  delight :  their  minds  from  thine 
JVIay  copy  all  the  virtues  ;  chiefly  two, 
Of  prime  diftindtion,  Truth  and  Fortitude, 
The  pillars  of  all  human  excellence  ! — 
I  blefs  thee  now  for  many  years  of  fondnefs ;  , 

But  moft  for  that  fublimity  of  love, 
Which  has  difdain'd  to  make  my  fate  more  bitter 
By  abject  vain  complaints  and  weak'ning  tears. 

LADY   RUSSEL. 

Refrain,  I  pray  you,  from  this  tender  praife ; 
It  will  o'erthrow  the  firmnefs  you  commend, 
And  'waken  all  the  woman  in  my  bofom. 

RUSSEL. 

Dear  Rachel  !  as  my  boy  approaches  manhood, 
VOL.  VI,  (  Teach 
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Teach  him  to  look  upon  his  father's  death 
Rather  as  noble  than  unfortunate ' 
Tell  him,  that,  dying  by  no  juft  decree, 
I  deem'd  it  ftill  a  happinefs  that  Heaven 
Made  me  a  native  of  this  generous  ifle, 
Which,  though  now  darken 'd  by  a  tranfient  cloud, 
Is  doom'd,  I  tr.uft,  to  be  jhe  radiant  throne 
Of  fettled  Liberty  and  ftedfaft  Faith  ; 
Early  infufe  into  his  youthful  fpirit, 
As  the  fure  ground-work  of  all  manly  virtue, 
A  fenfe  of  civil  and  religious  freedom  ; 
Give  to  his  pliant  mind  true  Englifh  temper, 
Teach  him  to 'fear  no  Being  but  his  God, 
And  to  love  nothing  earthly  more  than  England, 
Enter  an   Attendant. 

ATTENDANT. 
My  Lord,  the  officers  ! 

R  u  s  s  i  L. 

They  fhall  not  wait, 
LADY  RUSSEL. 

Inhuman  hafte  ! — Do  thou,  great  God  !  proportion 
The  patience  of  thy  fervants  in  diftrefs 
To  the  infernal  malice  of  their  foes  ! 
Since  thy  unqueftionable  will  permits 

Such 
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Such  innocence  to  perifh  on  the  fcaffold, 
Send  the  moft  foothing  of  thy  heavenly  fpirits 
To  wait  unfeen  upon  the  dying  martyr  ! 
Take  from  this  hideous  form  of  Violent  Death 
His  horrible  attendants,  Pain  and  Anguifh  ! 

.R  u  s  s  E  L. 

O  my  kind  Love  !  that  quick  undreaded  ftroke, 
So  foon  to  fever  this  frail  mortal  frame, 
Is  but  a  feather's  prjntlefs  touch,  compar'd 
To  this  my  deepeft  wound,  which  now  I  feel 
In  tearing  thus  my  faithful  heart  from  thine  ! 
Each  moment  that  we  linger  but  increafes 
Our  mutual  pangs ;  then  take  in  this  embrace 
My  lateft  benediction  ! 

*i»ADY   RUSSEL. 
O,  farewell ! 
RUSSEL. 

Yet  a  laft  kifs  ! — and  for  our  little  ones, 
Bear  thou  to  each  this  legacy  of  love  !— 
Now  we  muil  part  ! — Farewell ! 

LADY  RUSSEL. 

Farewell  for  ever ! 
I  Exit  Lady  Ruflel. 
RUSSEL. 
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R  U  S  S  E  L. 

Spencer  !  the  bitternefs  of  death  is  paft, 

And  thou  haft  nothing  more  to  fear  for  RufTel  ! 

Then  quit  him,  thou  kind  friend,  and  be  thy  care 

Devoted  to  the  precious  charge  he  leaves  : 

I  pray  attend  that  dear  unhappy  mourner  5 

Place  her  within  my  gentle  fifter's  arms, 

And  foothe  their  mutual  forrow  ! — —Tell  my  father, 

I  fhould  have  wifh'd  to  clafp  his  hand  once  more, 

But  that  I  fear'd  to  fhock  his  feeble  age. 

S  P  E  N  C  E.R. 

Grief,  my  dear  Lord,  denies  me  utterance 
Of  all  that  1  would  fay  ! — Farewell  !  my  tears 
And  prompt  obedience  will,  I  truft,  to  you, 
Though  mute  interpreters,  explain  my  heart. 

RUSSEL. 

Yet  flop  ! — Thy  Ruflel  has  now  done  with  time. 
That  heavy  load  to  foolifh  Indolence, 
But  active  Probity's  prolific  treafure  } 
Take  then  this  fmall  memorial  of  efteem. 
This  little  index  of  the  paffing  hours  ; 
For  thou  haft  wifdom  to  improve  their  value. 
And  I  am  entering  on  eternity. 

[Giving  his  watch  to  Spencer. 
Stay 
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Stay  not  for  thanks  !  follow  thy  weeping  charge  ; 
Haften  to  her  fupport ;  and  Heaven  reward  thee  ! 

[Exit  Spencer. 
R  u  s  s  E  L  (tneeling.) 
Thou  only  perfect  and  unfailing  Source 
Of  all  ferenity,  all  ftrength,  all  power, 
In  thy  frail  fuppliant  man  !  thou  gracious  God  ! 
I  blefs  thy  mercy,  which  in  bittereft  anguifli 
Has  fortified  my  foul,  and  now  difpels 
All  fearful  hurry  from  my  even  thoughts  ! 
O  comfort  thou  thofe  kind  and  tender  beings, 
To  whom  my  death  muft  prove  a  lafting  wound  ! 
Grant  me  to  pafs  my  little  refidue 
Of  clofing  life  with  chearful  conftancy, 
And  take  my  willing  fpirit  to  thy  bofom  ! 
Enter    Cavendifh. 
CAVENDISH. 

Allow  me,  thou  bleft  martyr  !  once  again 
To  prefs  thy  hand,  to  bathe  it  with  my  tears, 
And,  in  this  agony  of  greedy  forrow, 
Catch  from  thy  lips  the  laft  command  of  friendfhip  ! 

R  u  s  s  E  L. 

My  faithful  Cavendifli  !  I  have  but  one, 
One  wifh  to  utter  that  relates  to  earth  ; 

Q.3  Ani 
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And  to  thy  truth  I  truft  for  its  completion  : 
Dying,  I  charge  thee,  by  the  love  thou  beareft 
To  RuflePs  honor  and  our  country's  welfare, 
Quell,  in  the  hearts  of  all  who  may  lament  me, 
The  frantic  paffion  to  revenge  my  death  \ 
Wilt  thou  be  mindful  of  this  laft  injunction  ? 

CAVENDISH. 

If  I  negleft  one  dictate  of  thy  virtue, 
May  Heaven,  to  punifh  me,  take  from  my  foul 
The  dear  remembrance  of  our  amity  ! 

R  u  s  s  E  L. 

'Tis  well : — thy  promife  ends  my  only  fear. 
Farewell,  my  gallant,  generous  bofom-friend  ! 
Farewell  !— ftill  think  me  living  in  my  children, 
Still  in  their  little  frames  embrace  thy  RufTel  ! 

[Ruflel  departs ,  but  after  a  Jhort  paufe  returns. 

,R  u  s  s  E  L. 
One  thing  there  is  that  yet  I  wifh  to  fay. 

CAVENDISH. 

O  Ipeak  !  for  every  accent  of  thy  voice 
Pierces  my  breaft,  and  all  thy.  words  fhall  live 
Graven  as  laws  on  my  retentive  heart ! 

R  u  s  s  E  L. 
Friend  of  my  youth,  I  have  for  many  years 

6  Held 
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Meld  a  prime  place  within  thy  noble  bofom, 
And  ftudied  all  its  rich  and  rare  perfections, 
The  radiant  virtues  in  fair  order  marftiail'd 
Beneath  the  guidance  of  prefiding  honor  : 
I've  feen  thee  full  of  high  and  glorious  thoughts 
Towards  this  world  ;  but  pardon  if  I  fay, 
That  thy  brave  mind,  to  me,  has  feem'd  to  fail 
In  homage  to  the  fovereignty  of  Heaven. 

CAVENDISH. 

Thou  godlike  monitor  !  in  fuch  a  moment 
To  feel  for  my  offences  ! 

R  u  s  s  E  L, 

Do  not  wonder 

At  the  calm  temper  of  thy  dying  friend  ; 
Ufe  thy  own  fpotlefs  and  exalted  fpirit 
To  commune  more  with  Heaven,  and  thou  wilt  find 
The  blefTed  habit  of  confidering 
That  we  are  acting  in  our  Maker's  eye, 
Arms  the  unfhrinking  foul  for  every  fcene. 
Weigh  well  the  powers  of  fimple  piety, 
Make  it  the  key-ftone_in  thy  arch  of  virtue, 
And  it  will  keep  that  graceful  fabric  firm, 
Though  all  the  ftorms  of  fortune  burft  upon  it* 

Q.  4  Yet 
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Yet  farther  would  I  prefs  this  counfel  to  thee, 
But  time  forbids  me. — Once  again,  farewell  ! 
Long  be  thy  life,  and  crown'd  with  every  bleffing, 
Till  in  its  peaceful  clofe  we  meet  in  heaven  !    [£*//. 

CAVENDISH. 

Smiling  he's  gone  to  triumph  o'er  Oppreffion 
By  brave  endurance  !  while  my  voice,  fufpended 
By  anguifh,  love,  and  wonder,  wanted  power 
To  breathe  one  laft  adieu  ! — While  yet  he  lives, 
I  cannot  bear  to  be  divided  from  him  : 
No,  I  will  follow — I  will  fondly  gaze 
On  the  dear  model  of  confummate  virtue 
E'en  to  his  lateft  moment  j  I  will  fee 
His  heavenly  patience  meet  the  murd'rous  axe ; 
I  will  behold  his  death,  though  in  the  fight 
My  tortur'd  eyeflrings  burft  with  agony.          .[Exit 
Enter  York  with  an  Officer. 

YORK. 

At  length  I  have  prevail'd  I— -the  traitor  dies, 
Spite  of  the  weaknefs  in  my  wavering  brother. 
This  is  indeed  an  hour  of  exultation  ! 
To  all  the  friends  of  our  true  ancient  faith 
This  public  fall  of  her  arch  enemy 
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Is  a  fure  omen  that  fhe  foon  will  rife 
In  all  her  gorgeous  pomp  of  elder  time, 
And  from  the  turbulence  of  herefy 
Clear  this  recover'd  ifle. 

OFFICER. 

Her  faireft  hope 
Lives  in  the  fpirit  of  your  Highnefs'  zeal. 

YORK. 

Yet  this  infidious  Ruflel  is  fo  dear 
To  the  deluded  vulgar,  I  ftill  dread 

A  ftruggle  for  his  refcue  I Say,  my  friend, 

Haft  thou  arrang'd  our  private  partizans 
At  proper  intervals  to  guard  the  fcaffold, 
And  keep  the  gaping  multitude  in  awe, 
Thofe  rufty  knaves,  who,  in  this  fa&ious  land, 
Are  ever  ready  to  engage  in  riot, 
And  hazard  life  for  every  bold  impoftor, 
Or  fubtle  demagogue  who  raves  on  freedom  ? 

,          OFFICER. 

Fear  not,  my  Lord  !  the  voice  of  loud  Sedition 
Will  hardly  dare  to  breathe  a  {ingle  murmur 
Upon  her  idol's  fall. 

YORK. 
And  haft  thou  fettled 

A  clear 
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A  clear  fucceffion  of  immediate  fignals, 
Which  may,  as  Ruflel  drops,  tranfport  to  me 
A  quick  aflurance  that  his  head  is  off  ? 

OFFICER. 

Your  Highnefs,  in  the  minute  of  its  fall, 
Will  be  appriz'd  'tis  fallen  by  the  found 
Of  fifes  now  ftation'd  in  this  armoury. 

YORK. 

'Tis  well ;  my  trufty  friend,  I  thank  thy  care  : 
I  cannot  reft  till  I  am  fatisfied 
The  heretic  has  loft  all  power  to  hurt  us. 

BEDFORD  (entering  in  extreme  ha/le.) 
Yet  pardon,  yet  preferve  him,  princely  York  ! 
I  know  thy  word  is  able  to  fufpend 
The  lifted  axe. 

YORK. 
Away,  thou  weak  old  man  ! 

BEDFORD. 
Spurn  not  my  prayer  !  its  objeft  is  thy  peace 

Not  lefs  than  mine  : by  all  thy  trembling  hopes 

Of  future  greatnefs  and  fecure  dominion, 
Hafte  thou  to  match  him  from  impending  fate  ! 
If,  in  thefe  moments  of  extreme  defpair, 
Thy  pity  faves  my  fon,  thou  wilt  appear 

As 
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As  the  bright  delegate  of  heavenly  mercy  ! 

[The  fifts  found. 
YORK. 

Away  !  the  found  thou  heareft  is  a  fignal 
That  the  juft  rigor  of  the  law  has  fallen 
Upon  his  finifh'd  life. 

B  E  D.F  O  R  D. 

O  my  loft  child  !— 
But  he  is  happy  in  the  fellowfhip 
Of  faints,  who  to  his  higher  purity 
Pay  blefled  homage — his  deliver'd  fpirit 
Gives  a  new  impulfe  to  my  lifelefs  heart : 
His  fufferings  all  are  ended  j  but  this  hour, 
Which  fees  them  clofe,  for  thee,  relentlefs  York  I 
Beholds  a  train  of  dark  calamities, 
The  fpreading  offspring  of  thy  cruelty, 
Rife  into  being  ! 

YORK. 

Go,  retire,  old  man, 

And  heal  thy  fhatter'd  mind  :  I  have  not  leifure 
To  hear  the  ravings  of  diftradted  age. 

[Mxit  York,  -with  the  Officer, 

-BEDFORD. 

'Tis  not  the  frenzy  of  a  weak  old  man 

That 
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That  now  proclaims  thy  fate,  inhuman  bigot, 

Rulhing  through  guiltlefs  blood  to  thy  deftru&ion  I 

It  is  the  fpirit  of  my  angel  fon  ! 

He  for  a  moment  leaves  the  heavenly  choir, 

(Whofe  ready  harps  ftiall  ufher  him  to  glory) 

To  drown  a  father's  anguifh  in  this  vifion 

Of  foul-pofTefling  prefcience  !• — yes,  'tis  he 

Who  now  prefents  to  my  aflonifh'd  eye 

Thefe  crowding  images  !<*-!  fee  thee  now, 

Infatiate  York  !  inverted  with  that  crown 

For  which  thy  barbarous  ambition  panted  ; 

I  fee  it  fall  from  thy  unkingly  head, 

Shaking  with  fear's  vile  palfy  ! — in  thy  terror 

I  fee  thee  fue,  imperious,  abject  fpirit ! 

To  the  infulted  Bedford,  but  in  vain. 

Thy  power,  that  higheft  truft  of  Heaven,  abus'd, 

Pafies  from  thee  !  The  cruel  blood-ftain'd  tyrant 

Wanders  a  wretched  exile  !  This  wrong'd  ifland 

Emerges  from  the  darknefs  of  Oppreffion  !— 

Hail,  fcenes  of  triumph  to  all  Englifn  hearts  ! 

Hail,  thou  bright  feftival  of  fettled  Freedom  ! 

I  fee  and  blefs  thy  firm  eftablifhment. 

And  hark  !  the  juftice  of  a  patriot  king, 

Uniting 
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Uniting  with  a  grateful  nation's  voice, 
Turns  the  bafe  fentence  of  my  murder'd  Ruflel 
To  a  fair  record  of  foul-foothing  honor, 
And  hails  me  glorious  in  my  matchlefs  fon ! 
Enter   Cavendifh. 
CAVENDISH. 

'Tis  paft,  my  Lord  !  I  have  beheld  him  feal 
A  life  of  virtue  with  a  death  of  glory  ! 

BEDFORD. 

And  thou  canft  tell  me,  dying,  he  appear'd, 
E'en  as  he  liv'd,  a  model  to  mankind  ! 

CAVENDISH. 

Never  did  martyr  with  more  lovely  grace 
Part  from  a  world  unworthy  to  poflefs  him  f 
To  the  furrounding  crowd  he  mildly  fpoke 
A  few  ihort  words  of  pardon  to  his  foes, 
With  fervent  benediction  to  his  country ; 
Commending  to  the  hearts  of  all  who  heard  him, 
A  love  of  peace  and  purified  religion  ; 
Then  with  a  chearful  readinefs  invited 
The  ftroke  of  death  !  I  faw  the  unhappy  man. 
Who  with  a  trembling  arm  lifted  the  axe, 
O'er  his  unfhaken  victim,  in  his  tremor 

Mea&ring 
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Meafuring  the  neck  to  ftrike  his  even  blow  ; 
I  faw  him  raze  the  fkin  !  and  in  that  moment 
The  cheek  of  RuiTel  held  its  native  hue 
Unblanc'd  with  fear  ! — it  was  a  fight  to  turn 
The  grief  of  friendfhip  to  idolatry  ! 
And  your  paternal  foi  row  into  pride  ! 

BEDFORD. 

Dear  Cavendifh  !  I  will  not  wound  his  fpirit, 
His  gallant  fpirit,  by  unmanly  mourning  : 
No,  I  have  pride,  fuch  pride  as  Heaven  approves  ; 
Nor  would  I  now  exchange  my  murder'd  RuiTel 
For  any  living  fon  in  Chriftendom  ! 
CAVENDISH, 

Blefs  this  fond  firmnefs  of  the  Englifh  father  ! 
It  penetrates  and  chears  my  aching  heart. — 
Come,  my  dear  Lord,  let  us  retire  from  hence, 
To  foothe  yet  fonder  forrow,  weeping  now 
In  fcenes  which  he  has  hallow'd  by  his  care, 
In  his  paft  days  of  focial  happinefs  : 
There  let  us  fit,  and  ftill  with  fad  delight 
Talk  o'er  his  numerous  virtues  :   they  fhall  be 
The  theme  of  every  tongue  !  and,  ages  hence, 
Still  fix  the  love  of  every  Englifh  fpirit ! 

Then, 
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Then,  if  the  voice  of  Learning  would  compare 
What  rich  Antiquity  and  Modern  Time 
Have  feen  of  public  virtue,  while  the  hand 
Of  Glory  juftly  in  her  balance  throws 
The  gather'd  worthies  of  the  Pagan  world, 
England  {hall  boaft  her  own  fuperior  wealth, 
And  poife  the  rival  fcale  with  Ruflel's  name  ! 
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Carey  and  Frances* 

FRANCES. 
RAY  temper  with  patience  your  warm  indig- 

nation, 

And  treat  with  more  mercy  my  tender  relation  : 
Becaufe  with  your  paffions  her  whims  interfere, 
To  her  foibles,  dear  Carey,  you're  grofsly  fevere. 

CAREY. 

My  patience,  fweet  Frances,  I  own  is  exhaufted  : 
She  will  wed  the  firft  fuitor  by  whom  {he's  accofted, 
Though  in  widowhood's  dainty  vagaries,  her  pride 
Forbids  her  fair  coufin  to  fliine  as  a  bride  \ 

R  2  ,  And 
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And  keeps  us,  my  Love,  from  that  altar  away, 
Where  Hymen  with  juftice  upbraids  our  delay. 
But,  in  noble  contempt  of  your  unfettled  dower, 
Let  us  feize  on  the  blifs  that  is  plac'd  in  our  power  ; 
And,  if  fuch  artful  vanities  yield  her  relief, 
Leave  my  Lady  to  play  off  frefh  fountains  of  grief, 
While  we,  my  fweet  girl  !  pafs  our  happier  youth 
In  delights  that  are  hallow'd  by  Nature  and  Truth  : 
Though  my  income  is  fmall,  with  your  prudent  di- 
rection, 

Dear  Fanny 

F  R  A-N  c  E  s. 

I'm  pleas'd  with  this  proof  of  affe&ion  :- 
Yet  before  we  our  union,  dear  Carey,  complete, 
As  your  love  is  fo  ardent — let  mine  be  difcreet. 
No  honeft  return  of  regard  fhould  I  feel, 
Could  I  fuffer  your  heart,  in  its  generous  zeal, 
To  abandon  a  portion  your  bride  fhould  obtainr 
And  hazard  by  hurry  what  patience  will  gain. 
*Tis  unlucky,  my  coufin,  Sir  Simon,  forgot 
To  fpecify  what  he  defign'd  as  my  lot : 
But  I  know  this  omiflion,  by  which  I  am  left 
At  her  Ladyfhip's  mercy,  of  fortune  bereft, 

Was 
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Was  the  work  of  Old  Vellum,  whofe  forefight  an  i 

fkill 
'Were    employ'd    for    himfelf,    when  he   made  the 

Knight's  will. 

Yet  her  Ladyfhip  fays,  that  my  coufin  told  her 
The  fum  that  he  meant  upon  me  to  confer  ; 
And  though  fhe  delays,  from  a  delicate  whim, 
Left  our  marriage  fhould  feem  difrefpedtful  to  him-'     - 

C  A  R'  £  Y- 
Good  God  !  my  dear  Fanny,  how  can  you  defend 

her  ?      . 

To  refinement  and  faith  foe's  an  empty  pretender. 
Have  not  twelve  months  elaps'd  from   Sir  Simon's 

interment  ? 

Yet  her  forrow  ftill  bubbles  in  ludicrous  ferment ; 
Though  the  farce  of  her  grief,  as  our  friends  have  all 

faid, 

Is  addrefs'd  to  the  living  much  more  than  the  dead  ; 
And  her  vanity  means,  though  (he  prizes  not  pelf, 
To  keep  you  unmarried,  and  marry  herfelf. 

FRANCES. 

Indeed  you  miftake  all  her  harmlefs  intention^  ; 
She  will  certainly  give  me  the  fortune  {be  mentions  j 
R  3  I  know 
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I  know  her  kind  heart,  and  its  pure  inclination, 

CAREY. 

Say  rather,  we  know  her  abfurd  affeftation  : 
And  as  for  your  portion,  my  dear,  I  as  foon 
Shall  expe£t  an  eftate  to  drop  out  of  the  moon, 
As  to  fee  you  receive  from  my  Lady  a  fhilling  5 
Allowing,  indeed,  that  her  heart  may  be  willing, 
She  foon  will  have  nothing,  I  fear,  to  beftow, 
So  profufe  is  me  grown  in  her  whimfical  woe. 
On  the  new  Maufoleum  what  fums  does  fhe  wafte  ! 
That  fantaftical  fabric  of  barbarous  tafre  ; 
Where  all  decorations  that  art  can  devife, 
To  adorn  the  proud  tombs  of  the  valiant  and  wife, 
Are  mix'd  o'er  the  bones  of  a  fimple  old  cit, 
Who  difplay'd  not  a  fparkle  of  valor"  or  wit ; 
Who  though  rich,  pafs'd,  I  think,  with  fmall  cornr- 

fort  through  life, 
A  mere  flave  to  the  whims  of  his  high-blooded  wife, 

FRANCES. 

That  prepofterous  vault  I  have  view'd  with  concern  ! 
And  have  cried  and  have  laugh'd  o'er  Sir  Simon's. 

rich  urn  :      '» 

But  at  length,  having  ftudy'd  her  Ladyfhip's  trim, 
And  loving  her  virtue  ia  fpite  of  her  whim, 

I've 
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I've  a  fcheme,  that,  I  think,  with  fuccefs  will  be 

crown'd, 

On  this  folly  itfelf  her  correction  to  found  ; 
By  indulging  her  foible,  that  foible  to  banifh, 
And  make  all  her  mournful  abfurdity  vanifh. 

CAREY. 

To  your  judgment,  dear  Fanny,  I  often  fubmit, 
And  much  could  I  hope  from  your  goodnefs  and  wit ; 
Yet  I  think  you  can't  make,   in  her  youth's  giddy 

feafon, 
Such  a  vain  wanton  widow  a  creature  of  reafon. 

FRANCES. 

You  judges  of  nature,  and  lords  of  creation, 
Howe'er  you  pretend  to  profound  fpeculation, 
Are  exceedingly  apt  your  wife  felves  to  deceive 
In  the  judgments  you  pafs  on  the  daughters  of  Eve  j 
And  moft  when  you  reckon,  in  every  tranfa&ion,    , 
One  indelicate  foible  their  fole  fpring  of  action. 
My  Lady  Sophia  you  greatly  miftake  j 
By  nature  fhe's  neither  a  prude  nor  a  rake  : 
At  prefent,  I  own,  fhe  appears  too  demure  ; 
But  though  her  heart's  tender,  her  bofom  if  pure  : 
To  a  ftrong  underftanding  fhe  makes  no  pretence, 
But  has  many  mild  virtues,  and  does  not  want  fenfe  : 
R  4  One 
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One  foible  alone  has  o'erclouded  her  mind, 
The  foible  of  feeming  fupremely  refin'd  : 
But  if  I  fucceed,  this  flight  fault  fhe  will  mend, 
And  you'll  find  her  a  worthy  agreeable  friend. 

CAREY. 

You  may  fay  of  her  purity  what  you  think  fit, 
But  her  cafe  one  fpecific  alone  will  admit. 
Believe  me,  whene'er  a  young  widow's  fo  prim, 
And  by  quaint  afie&ation  fo  cramp'd  in  each  limb, 
A  new  hufband  alone,  by  his  pliant  embrace, 
Can  reftore  her  ftarch'd  form  to  its  natural  grace  : 
Is  this,  my  fair  Quack  !  the  new  noftrum  you've  got  ? 

FRANCES. 

Indeed  you  {han't  hear  any  part  of  my  plot, 
Till  I  know  its  fuccefs, 

CAREY. 

Ah  !  my  dear,  I'm  afraid 
This  is  fome  coy  device  my  requeft  to  evade, 
And  to  keep  the  wifh'd  day  of  our  wedding  (till  diftant, 

FRANCES. 

No ;  in  truth,  by  the  aid  of  a  fecret  afliftant, 
I've  a  plan^of  great  moment  in  high  agitation, 
Which  may  happily  end  all  our  various  vexation  : 

I  Allow 
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Allow  me  three  days  for  its  perfect  digeftion, 
And  if  in  that  time  you  will  afk  me  no  queftion, 
I  promife  thenceforth,  without  murmur  or  ftrife, 
To  obey  your  commands  for  the  reft  of  my  life, 

CAREY. 

I  gladly  fubfcribe  to  this  bargain  of  blifs  ; 
So  allow  me  to  feal  the  kind  bond  with  a  kifs  ! 
Remember,  three  days  ;  I  can't  add  a  day  more, 
And  fhall  fancy  thofe  three  in  duration  threefcore. 

FRANCES. 

O  they'll  pafs  very  quick  : — much  amus'd  you  will  be 
With  the  three  rival  Bards  whom  to-day  we  fhall  fee  j 
To  whom  my  fad  coufin  oblig'd  me  to  write 
For  fepulchral  infcriptions  in  praife  of  her  Knight  ; 
They  have  fent  each  an  epitaph  hither  before  'em, 
And  are  coming  themfelves  with  all  folemn  decorum. 
As  each,  without  conteft,  expects  here  the  laurel, 
On  her  Ladyfliip's  judgment  they'll  probably  quarrel : 
As  you  know  the  whole  group,  you  muft  wait  on  the 

choir, 
To  foothe  the  irafcible  fons  of  the  Lyre. 

CAREY. 

As  to  Facil  and  Trope,'  if  they're  hurt,  I'll  engage 
That  one  glance  of  your  eyes  will  extinguifh  their  rage ; 

You 
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You  will  find  them  two  chearful  and  good-humour'd 

lads: 

And,  whether  their  Pegafus  gallops  or  p^ds, 
It  will  pleafe  me,  I  own,  if  her  Ladymip's  fancies 
May  tend  to  recruit  their  declining  finances  : 
But  for  fplenetic  Rumble,  who,  grandly  abfurd, 
Never  fpeaks  without  ufmg  a  fix-footed  word, 
I  care  not  how  much  he  is  mortified  here. 

FRANCES. 
But  the  length  of  his  words  hits  her  Ladymip's  ear, 

CAREY. 

His  ftiffphrafes  indeed  may  accord  with  her  forrow, 
Yet  his  fpleen  will  infult  her  ere  this  time  to-morrow  ; 
For  often  he'll  call,  with  quaint  arrogant  vanity, 
Every  head  but  his  own  the  abode  of  inanity  : 
Becaufe  a  great  author's  defects  he  has  caught, 
He  vainly  pretends  to  his  vigor  of  thought ; 
Though,  on  fimilar  grounds,  he  as  well  might  fuppofe, 
That,  becaufe  fome  dark  foots  may  be  feen  on  his  nofe, 
His  face  has  the"  luftre  and  force  of  the  fun. 

FRANCES. 

In  our  chorus  of  Bards  I  am  glad  he  is  one, 
For  I'm  curious,  I  own,  the  ftrange  elf  to  furvey ; 
Though  I'm  rather  afraid  of  his  wife,  who,  they  fay, 

Reads 
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Reads  all  the  rough  verfes  her  hufband  has  penn'd. 
Till  fhe  ftuns  every  ^ear  (he  can  tempt  to  attend. 
She's  to  come  with  her  Poet. 

CAREY. 

I  fancy  they're  here, 
For  I  think  I've  the  hum  of  his  rhymes  in  my  ear. 

FRANCES! 

No,  no  ;  'tis  her  Ladyfhip,  mightily  fmitten 
With  the  high-founding  epitaph  Rumble  has  written. 
Enter  Lady  Sophia  (reading). 

LADY  SOPHIA. 
"  This  doleful  domicile  of  duft  contains 
"  Sir  Simon  Sentiment's  inert  remains  : 
"  Though  Death's  cold  ftroke  infrigidate  his  frame, 
"  Commerce  refounds  his  emporetic  name." 
Ah,  my  friends,  here  is  verfe  truly  grand  and  pathotic  ! 
How  exceedingly  §ne  is  the  word  emporetic  ! — 
Why,  Carey !  you  feem  quite  untouch'd  by  its  beauty; 
Of  friendfhip,  I  fear,  you  forget  the  laft  duty : 
You  two  giddy  creatures,  though  both  tender-hearted, 
Think  more  of  yourfelves  than  of  my  dear  departed. 

CAREY. 

As  your  Ladyfhip  chufes  to  prefs  me  fo  hard, 
I  confefs,  though  his  memory  ftill  I  regard, 

That 
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That  my  thoughts  from  Sir   Simon  will  frequently 

roam  j 

And  I  hope,  when  you've  declc'd  his  funereal  dome, 
Your  Ladyfhip's  mind  may,  by  Nature's  direction, 
AfTume  a  more  lively  and  chearful  complexion  ; 

That  you'll  mix  once  again 

LADY  SOPHIA. 

Never,  Carey  !  no,  never  ! 
No  time  from  his  grave  my  devotion  fhall  fever ; 
In  my  eye  the  fond  tear  of  remembrance  fhall  fwim, 
And  each  figh  of  my  foul  fhall  be  facred  to  him  ! 

CAREY. 

Conflder,  dear  Madam  !  that  cuftom  and  reafon 
Prefcribe  to  our  forrows  a  natural  feafon  ; 
You  have  mourn'd  like  a  model  of  conjugal  truth, 
Now  attend  to  the  claims  of  your  beauty  and  youth  j 

Jn  the  bloom  of  your  graces 

LADY  SOPHIA. 

Hold,  hold,  you  wild  thing  ! 
In  your  fancy,  I  find,  grofs  ideas  will  fpring  ; 
'Tis   the  fault   of  you  men  ; — ere  I   chaften'd  his 

mind, 
My  Sir  Simon  himfelf  to  that  failing  inclin'd : 

But 
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But  I  taught  him  to  change  the  loofe  laugh  of  futility, 

For  the  fweet  melting  tear  of  refin'd  fenfibility, 

Till  through   his  mild  frame  fuch  pure  tendernefs 

ran— 

To  fuch  delicate  foftnefs  I  brought  the  dear  man — 
He  would  weep  o'er  the  withering  leaf  of  a  rofe, 
And  fmile  at  the  thorn  though  it  wounded  his  nofe,— •• 
Ah,  my  gentle  Sir  Simon  ! 

FRANCES, 

Indeed,  he  was  fuch,    • 

That  your  thoughts  cannot  dwell  on  his  image  to» 
much. 

LADY  SOPHIA. 

Your  foothing,  kind  fympathy  charms  me,  my  dear  :• 
I  now  truft  you  will  wait  till  the  end  of  next  year  j. 
Nor  with  Hymen's  feftivity,  grofs  and  indecent, 
Profane  our  chafte  forrow,  fo  graceful  and  recent. 

CAREY  (afide  to  Frances). 
How  can  you  fo  flatter  her  curft  affe&ation  i 
Between  you  I'm  really  half  mad  with  vexation. 

LADY  SOPHIA. 

As  you,  my  good  girl !  with  fuch  feeling  attend. 
When  o'er  the  dear  tomb  of  Sir  Simon  I  bend, 

That 
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That  your  thoughts  may  not  roam  when  our  duty 

we  pay 

To  that  moft  precious  piece  of  inanimate  clay^ 
That  you  may  not  omit  o'er  his  afhes  to  figh, 
In  confidering  what  wedding-cloaths  you  muft  buy, 
I've  determin'd,  my  dear,  as  I  think  it  your  due, 
To  refign  all  my  colour'd  apparel  to  you  ; 
To  wear  it  again  I  indeed  am  unable, 
And  on  earth  while  I  linger  my  garb  fliall  be  fable. 

[Speaking  to  a  Servant  behind  thefcene.] 
Jenny,  bring  in  the  cheft  that  I  bid  you  prepare. 

FRANCES  (afide  to  Carey). 
What  d'ye  think  of  this  fmgular  prefent  ? 
CAREY. 

O  rare  ! 

Her  crifis  is  coming,  without  much  delay  ; 
There  might  have  been  doubts  had  fhe  fix'd  upon  grey  ; 
But  a  vow  to  wear  black  all  the  reft  of  her  life 
Is  a  ftrong  indication  (he'll  foon  be  a  wife. 

[Two  Servants  bring  in  a  large  Che/t.] 

LADY  SOPHIA  (to  Frances). 
I  have  told  you,  my  dear,  that,  refin'd  in  my  joy, 
The  array  of  affection  I  ne'er  could  deftroy  : 

Thefe 


A  COMEDY,  IN  RHYME.          255 

Thefe  are  garments  unfoil'd,  that  I  beg  you  to  take, 
Thus  preferv'd  for  the  conqueft  they  help'd  me  to 

make. 

In  the  fweet  days  of  courtfhip  thefe  garments  I  wore, 
Vain  memorials  of  pleafure  that  now  is  no  more  ! 
Of  thofe  dear  days  of  triumph  you'll  now  fee  the 

trophy, 

When  Sir  Simon  firft  call'd  me  angelical  Sophy  :— 
The  fond  recollection  fubdues  my  foft  breaft  ! 

FRANCES. 
Dear  Madam,  forbear  then  to  open  the  cheft  ! 

LADY    SOPHIA. 

No,  no,  my  good  girl ;  1  will  fhew  you  the  whole, 
And  how  colours  exprefs'd  various  {hades  in  my  foul; 
In  foft  variegation  I  vied  with  the  dove, 
And  reveal'd  by  my  drefs  the  gradations  of  love. 
Here  is,  firft,  a  cold  brown — in  this  gown  I  was  nice, 
And  repell'd  my  warm  fwain  with  the  chillnefs  of  ice  ; 
But  growing  more  fofc,  in  this  azure  attire 
I  allow'd  him  with  hope  to  enliven  defire  ; 
In  this  pale  lilach  luteftring  he  found  me  relent ; 
And  this  rofe-colour'd  filk  was  the  blulh  of  confent. 
O  I  ne'er  {hall  forget——          i 

4  GERRARD 
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G  E  R  R  A  R  D  (entering). 

Would  your  Ladyfhip  chufe 
To  receive  Mr.  Rumble  ? 

CAREY. 

The  Bard  and  his  Mufe  ! 
LADY  SOPHIA. 

No,  not  for  the  wealth  that's  below  the  chafte  moon^ 
Till  I  meet  all  the  Bards  in  the  fable  faloon : 
By  his  fudden  arrival  I'm  fadly  confounded, 
And  fliould  faint  if  he  faw  me  with  colours  furrounded  t 
To  Mifs  Jafper's  apartment  away  with  this  cheft. — 
Dear  Frances,  and  Carey,  pray  wait  on  my  gueft, 
Till  my  poor  fhatter'd  nerves  are  a  little  compos'd, 
And  the  frefh-bleeding  wound  of  my  bofom  is  clos'd. 
Stay,  Gerrard. — If  cards  fhould  be  call'd  for  to-night, 
Place  the  new.japann'd  tables  alone  in  my  fight ; 
For  the  pool  of  Quadrille  fet  the  black-bugle  difh, 
And  remember  you  bring  us  the  ebony  fifh. 

[Exeunt  Lady  Sophia  and  Gerrard* 

FRANCES. 

XVhat  the  deuce  fhall  I  do  with  the  wife  of  the  Poet  i 
She  may  ruin  my  fcheme,  if  file  happen  to  know  it  j 

She  may  pry 

CAREY, 
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CAREY. 

Never  fear  it !  I'll  venture  a  wiger 
That  the  rhymes  of  her  hufband  will  fully  engage  her  : 
You  have  feen  a  proud  Bantam  crow  over  a  pen, 
Where  a  fmall  egg  has  dropt  from  his  favorite  hen, 
He  crows,  and  he  flutters,  and  ftruts  round  the  yard  : 
So  engrofs'd  by  her  joy  is  the  wife  of  a  Bard  j 
And  by  fimilar  buftle  attention  flie  begs, 
And  crows  o'er  her  partner's  poetical  eggs. 
But  here  come  little  Partlet  and  old  Chanticleer. 
Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Rumble. 

CAREY. 
Mr.  Rumble,  I'm  happy  in  feeing  you  here. 

Mrs.  Rumble, — Mifs  Jafperj you- know,  Ma'am^ 

her  brother r 

And  you,  Ladies,  will  foon  be  well  known  to  each 
other* 

MR<  RUMBLE. 

Though  we  meet  in  the  houfe  of  refin'd  lamentation, 
In  your  prefence  I  feel,  Sir,  fome  exhilaration  ; 
Since  I  in  this  fpot  as  a  ftranger  appear, 
I  rejoice  in  a  friend  who  domefticates  here. 
My  Lady  is  lodg'd  in  a  fumptuous  manfion, 
And  I'm  pleas'd  with  her  park's  evanefcent  cxpanfion ; 
VOL.  VL.  S  As 
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As  my  wife  has  a  tafte  for  the  grand  and  ftupendous, 
I  am  glad  I  complied  with  her  wifh  to  attend  us. 

Mi ss  JASPER. 

You  have  had,  Ma'am,  I  hope,  an  agreeable  ride  ; 
Our  profpe&s  are  pleafant  on  every  fide, 
And  our  roads  are  fo  good — — 

MR  s.  RUMBLE. 

That  you'll  wonder  to  learn 
We  were  ftopt  on  our  way  by  an  odd  overturn. 

Miss  JASPER. 

Indeed  !  you  furprize  me.  I  hope  that  no  harm 
Has  enfued  from  the  accident,  fave  your  alarm — 
But  how. could  it  happen  ? 

M  R  s.  R  u  M  B  L  E. 

Sometimes,  on  the  road, 
My  dear  Mrl  Rumble  compofes  an  ode  j 
For  he  fays,  in  fuch  motion  his  fancy  fhines  moft  ; 
And  all  true  lyric  poets,  you  know,  travel  poft  : 
But  a  chaife-boy,  alas  !  is  a  fad  ignoramus  ; 
And   the   poor  honeft  booby,   whofe   blunder  o'er- 

came  us, 

Miftook  a  Pindarical  ejaculation 
For  a  horrible,  vulgar,  prophane  execration, 

And, 
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And,  turning  to  ftare  at  my  dear  Mr.  Rumble, 
Drove  againft  a  fteep  hillock,  which  gave  us  a  tumble. 

Miss  JASPER. 

A  moft  cruel  event !  whence,  I  fear,  we  may  lofe 
The  unfortunate  fruit  of  the  terrified  Mufe  : 
*Twas  indeed  moft  unlucky  ! 

MRS'.  RUMBLE. 

Dear  Ma'am,  not  at  all  : 
Such  a  genius  is  not  to  be  crufh'd  by  a  fall ; 
The  accident  brighten'd  his  fancy,  and  on  it 
He  gallantly  gave  me  an  amorous  fonnet. 

As  I  know  you  love  verfe 

MR.  RUMBLE. 

Mrs.  Rumble,  I  vow 
This  difplay  of  my  trifles  I  cannot  allow ; 
You  for  ever  miftake,  to  my  endlefs  vexation, 
Gay  Levity's  fparkle  for  Wit's  corufcation. 

MRS.  RUMBLE. 

Ah,  you  dear,  modeft  man  !  in  a  napkin  you'd  hide 
The  talent  my  love  muft  contemplate  with  pride  ; 
As  Mifs  Jafper,  I'm  fure,  is  a  lady  of  tafte, 
She  (hall  fee  fome  fweet  things  that  I  pack'd  up  in  hafte, 

A  few  fatires  and  odes 

[Takes  out  an,  enormous  pocket-book  fluff"1  d 'with papers. 
S  2  MR. 
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MR.  RUMBLE. 

As  you  dread  my  difpleafure, 
Put  up  that  red  volume  ! 

MRS.  RUMBLE. 

What,  bury  my  treafure  ! 
Indeed  I  muft  read  one  fublime  compofition. 

MR.  RUMBLE. 

Mrs.  Rumble  !  the  part  of  a  wife  is  fubmiflion. — 
Silly  woman  !  to  whom  for  my  fins  I  am  yok'd, 
With  pulveriz'd  gravel  you  almoft  are  choak'd  -3 
And,  fatigu'd  with  vehicular  dilaceration, 
You  would  murder  my  verfes  by  rough  recitation. 

MRS.  RUMBLE. 

No,  indeed  j  do  but  hear  me  one  ftanza  rehearfe ; 
*Tis  my  favorite  ode. 

MR.  RUMBLE. 

As  you  grow  fo  perverfe, 
To  preferve  my  own  temper  from  exacerbation, 
I  muft  thus  flop  your  organs  of  vociferation. 

[Lays  bis  hand  on  her  lips. 
MR  s.  RUMBLE. 

Well,  my  dear,  I  defer  it  to  feme  fitter  time, 
And  I  kifs  the  fweet  hand  that  has  written  fuch  rhyme, 

Miss 
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Miss  JASPER. 

Your  connubial  obedience,  dear  Ma'am,  I  admire  ; 
But  I'm  fure  your  fatigues  fome  refrefhment  require-— 
Give  me  leave  to  attend  you. 

MRS.  RUMBLE. 

It  gives  me  concern 

To  trouble  you,  Ma'am  j  but  I  hope  to  return 
Your  obliging  attention,  fo  kind  and  polite, 
By  a  peep  at  a  fatire  which  ne'er  faw  the  light. 

[Exit  Mifs  Jafper  with  Mrs.  Rumble-. 

CAREY. 

Mr.  Rumble,  you're  bleft  in  an  excellent  wife, 
That  fuperlative  prize  in  the  lott'ry  of  life  ; 
The  vow  of  the  altar  flie  rifes  above, 
And  adds  admiration  to  duty  and  love. 

MR.  RUMBLE. 

My  wife  has,  I  think,  the  right  feminine  nerve  : 
Her  fex  was  created  to  wonder  and  ferve  5 
As  their  minds  have  from  nature  no  ponderous  powers, 
They  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  venerate  ours. 

CAREY. 

O  fie  !  can  you  eftimate  woman  fo  low  ? 
To  our  fair  female  authors  pray  think  what  we  owe. 
S3  Ma. 
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MR.  RUMBLE. 

I  cannot  read  one,  Sir,  without  ofcitation  : 
They  don't  underftand  antithetic  vibration  ; 
Their  ideas  have  nothing  of  height  and  profundity, 
Their  conceptions  want  vigor,  their  periods  rotun- 
dity ; 

Their  truth  is  too  ftale,  or  too  feeble  their  fiction, 
And  I  cannot  endure  their  anomalous  diction  : 
But  enough  of thefe  garrulous  waiters  of  ink— 
Her  Ladyfliip  likes  my  infcription,  I  think  ; 
That  lugubrious  poem  no  critic  fhall  garble, 
And,  I  truft,  you  can  fhew  it  me  graven  on  marble. 

CAREY. 

It  would  pleafe  me  to  give  you  that  pleafure,  dear  Sir ; 
But,  in  truth,  on  this  point  there's  a  little  demur, 
Her  Ladyfliip  means  to  confult  on  the  cafe. 

MR.  RUMBLE. 

What,  Sir  !  is  my  poem  expos'd  to  difgrace  ? 
Her  critical  quacks  does  this  woman  engage, 
To  flafh  my  found  verfe  with  empirical  rage  ? 

CAREY. 

Believe  me,  good  Sir,  all  the  homage  that's  due 
To  poetical  genius  fhe  offers  to  you  j 

9  But 
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But  her  Ladyfhip's  love  for  Sir  Simon  is  fuch, 
She  thinks  that  he  cannot  be  honour'd  too  much  ; 
And,  to  give  all  his  virtues  their  due  celebration, 
She  from  diverfe  poetical  pens  of  our  nation 
Has  a  cargo  of  epitaphs. 

MR.   RUMBLE. 

Hah  !  is  it  fo  ! 

Are  there  rivals  to  fhoot  in  Apollo's  flrong  bow? 
This   fhould  have   been   told  me   before  j  — but  no 

matter  : 

My  concurrents,  perhaps,  may  more  laviflily  flatter, 
Yet  in  funeral  fong  they  can't  equal  my  tone  ; 
Where  Pope  has  mifcarried,  I  triumph  alone.— 
Pray  who  are  thefe  Bards  that  with  me  are  to  cope  ? 

CAREY. 
I  think  you're  acquainted  with  Facil  and  Trope. 

MR.  RUMBLE. 

What,  Facil !  whofe  verfe  is  the  thread  of  tenuity, 
That  fellow  diftinguifh'd  by  flippant  fatuity, 
Who  nonfenfe  and  rhyme  can  inceflantly  mingle, 
A  poet — if  poetry's  only  a  jingle. 

CAREY.      v» 

Poor  Facil  wants  force  j  yet  may  frequently  pleafe 
By  a  light  airy  mixture  of  mirth  and  of  eafe  j 

S  4  But 
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But  Trope's  lofty  mufe  has  a  higher  pretenfion. 

MR.  RUMBLE, 

$ir  !  Trope  is  a  rhymer  devoid  of  invention, 
Who  talks  in  a  high  ftrutting  ftyle  of  the  ftars, 
And  the  eagle  of  Jove,  and  the  chariot  of  Mars  3 
And  pompoufly  tells,  in  elaborate  lines, 
That  now  the  moon  gliftens,  and  now  the  fun  mines. 

CAREY. 
How  fevere,  my  good  friend,  are  you  Bards  to  eacfe 

other  ! 

Yet  if  each  would  indulgently  look  on  a  brother, 
For  your  general  honor        • 

Ma.  RUMBLE. 

I  cannot  agree 

That  thefe  fellows  have  aught  homogeneous  with  me  j 
To  contend  with  fuch  fcribblers  I  deem  a  difgrace, 
And  my  dignity  bids  me  abandon  the  place  : 
With  her  Ladyfhip's  judgment  I  mean  not  to  quarrel, 
But  fhall  leave  her  to  crown  any  monkey  with  laurel, 

CAREY. 

Mr.  Rumble  !   in  points  fo  exceedingly  nice 
I  do  not  prefume  to  obtrude  my  advice  ; 
But  allow  me  to  mention,  before  you  depart, 
What  may  tend  to  encourage  your  liberal  art. 

Sir 
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Sir  Simon,  you  know,  had  a  pafllon  for  fame, 

And  left  a  large  fum  to  eternize  his  name 

By  fome  ftru&ure  of  note  ;  yet  he  never  faid  what : 

So  a  grand  Maufoleum  is  rais'd  on  this  fpot, 

At  fo  vaft  an  expence  that  my  Lady,  I  find, 

Has  furpaft  what  the  Knight  for  the  building  defign'd; 

The  fuperfluous  coft,  be  it  great  as  it  may, 

From  her  own  private  purfe  (he  defigns  to  defray  ; 

Though  $n  annual  fund  by  the  will  is  adjufted, 

With  the  guidance  of  which  fhe  is  alfo  entrufted  j 

£ut  from  this,  as  I  hear,  (he  has  form'd  an  intention 

To  give  the  beft  epitaph- writer  a  penfion. 

MR.  RUMBLE. 

Has  fhe  fo  ! — 'tis  a  gracious,  effulgent  defign  ; 
I  proteft,  of  her  judgment  I  highly  opine. 
Her  face  has  been  chiefly  the  fubjeft  of  praife  ; 
But  a  fplendor  of  intellect  now  fhe  difplays. 
I  cannot  abruptly  depart  from  a  fcene 
Whofe  miftrefs  difcovers  the  mind  of  a  queen, 
Nor  rudely  defert,  though  my  time  is  precarious, 
A  lady  whofe  graces  are  fo  multifarious  : 
But  pray,  left  fome  puppy  fhould  here  circumvent  me* 
To  her  Ladyfhip  can't  you  direftly  preferit  me  ? 

7  Though- 
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Though  I  fear,  fince  my  fall,  I  am  hardly  fo  clean  as> 
A  Bard  fhould  be  fcen  by  a  female  Maecenas. 

CAREY. 

Never  fear  !— in  your  coat  there  is  not  fo  much  duft 
As  to  blind  the  bright  eye  that  to  merit  isjuft. 
If  you'll  ftep  in  this  room,  which  is  call'd  the  Apollo, 
And  wait  a  few  minutes,  I'll  fpeedily  follow, 
And  acquaint  you  how  foon  we  may  hope  for  admif- 

fion;  — 

My  X.ady  loves  form,  in  her  prefent  condition  : 
To  amufe  yourfelf  there  you'll,  however,  be  able, 
For  you'll  find  all  the  epitaphs  rang'd  on  the  table. 

MR.  RUMBLE. 

Are  they  fo !  — it  is  well  !— I  indeed  love  to  flafh 
"  An  inane  poetafter's  incongruous  trafh.  [Exit. 

CAREY. 

There  I'll  venture  to  leave  the  old  cynical  Rumble, 
The  prey  he  has  feiz'd  to  growl  over  and  mumble. 
If  this  Bard,  whom  my  Lady  regards  as  her  darling, 
Has.infus'd  in  his  brothers  his  talent  of  marling, 
I  think  flic  will  find  little  room  to  admire 
The  harmony  form'd  by  her  Lyrical  Choir. — 
But  lo  !  the  kind  Mule  an  example  now  fends, 
That  two  mortals  at  once  may  be  poets  and  friends. 

Enter 
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Enter  Facil  and  Trope. 

CAREY. 

My  dear  lads  of  Parnaflus  !  you're  welcome  together, 
I  am  glad  you  afibciate,  like  birds  of  a  feather, 
That  fools  may  not  cry,  "  Every  Bard  hates  a  brother, 
"  And  Poets,  like  Pike,  are  the  prey  of  each  other." 
How  fare  ye,  my  friends  ?  have  you  profper'd  of  late  ? 
I  hope  each  has  rais'd  his  Parnaffian  eftate  ! 
In  our  laft  converfation  I  heard  ye  lament 
That  your  farms  on  the  mountain  produc'd  a  low  rent. 

FACIL. 

In  truth  'tis  a  niggardly  foil,  at  the  beft, 
As  I  and  my  brother  can  truly  atteft  ; 
But  with  hopes  of  a  new  golden  zera,  my  friend, 
On  your  patronefs  here  we  are  come  to  attend  : 
To  encourage  the  arts  flie  has  fpirit  and  fenfe, 
And  we're  told,  my  dear  Carey,  her  wtvilth  is  im- 

menfe. 

TROPE. 

In  fortune  and  foul  flic's  a  queen,  'tis  agreed,, 
And  of  genius  as  fond  as  Chriftina  the  Swede  ; 
For  the  Public's  dull  tafte  ftie,  we  truft,   will   COH- 

fole  us, 
And  make  our  poor  Helicon  rich  as  Paclolus. 

FACIL. 
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F  A  C  I  L. 

Perhaps,  my  dear  Carey,  we  owe  to  your  care 

The  favor  of  this  truly  liberal  Fair  : 

You  are,  doubtlefs,  appriz'd  that  my  Lady  requires — 

CAREY. 

I  know  file  has  paid  due  refpe<5i  to  your  lyres  ; 
Yet,  indeed,  on  that  title  no  thanks  can  I  claim  ; 
You're  indebted  alone  to  your  common  friend,  Fame : 
Her  Ladyfliip  knows  with  what  fpirit  you  write, 
And  has  begg'd  your  two  Mufes  to  honor  her  Knight ; 
And,  I  truft,  to  your  mutual  advantage  and  joy, 
She'll  reward  the  rare  talents  (lie  wilh'cl  to  employ. 
But  be  not  too  fanguine  ; — I  know  how  you  Bards 
Build  the  fabric  of  Hope  like  a  caftle  of  cards  : 
Entre  nuns,  our  good  Lady  is  odd  in  her  taftc, 
Tho'  her  mind  is,  no  doubt,  with  munificence  grac'd  ; 
Perhaps  t.r  one  Bard  fhe'll  be  lavifhly  kind, 
And  appear  to  the  other  as  utterly  blind. 
Then  let  each  be  prepar'd. 

F  A  c  i  L. 

So  we  are,  my  good  friend, 
And  by  mutual  fupport  fnall  each  other  defend  : 
To  tell  you  a  fccret,  we  both  wrote  in  hafte, 
And  ilrangers  dike  to  her  Ladyfaip's  Uiic  ;- 

But 
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But  agreed,  as  our  purfes  are  equally  low, 
To  divide  what  en  either  fhe  deigns  to  beftow. 

CAREY. 

The  compa£t  is  friendly  ;  I  wifh  from  my  heart 
That  all  who  purfue  the  poetical  art 
Would  learn,  from  you  two,  their  mean  rage  to  fup- 

prefs, 
And  not  rave  at  the  fight  of  a  rival's  fuccefs. 

F  A  C  I  L. 

There,  indeed,  they  may  copy  from  Trope  and  from  me: 
From  envy,  thank  Heaven  !  we  are  happily  free  ; 
We  rally  each  other  as  much  as  we  pleafe ;  -*. 
I  laugh  at  his  figures — he  laughs  at  my  eafe  ; 
Yet  with  rancor  we  ne'er  try  each  other  to  hit. 
But  value  Benevolence  far  above  Wit, 
The  art  we  ftill  doat  on  has  ruin'd  us  both  ; 
Yet  to  quit  the  deceiver  we're  equally  loth  : 
From  Commerce  and  Law  we  were  led  to  retire 
By  the  fplendid  illufions  that  wait  on  the  Lyre  ; 
And  though  each  has  obtain'd  a  fair  portion  of  praife, 
W"e  have  no  golden  fruit  in  our  chaplet  of  bays :: 
Still  we  look  without  fpieen  on  our  gains  and  our 

lofles, 
Each  endear'd  to  the  other  by  fi-milar  crofles. 

CAREY-. 
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CAREY. 

In  truth,  my  dear  Bards,  your  good-humour  is  rare; 
You're  philofophers  both,  and  a  fingular  pair  : 
With  what  excellent  temper  I've  heard  you  rehearfe 
A  malicious  burlefque  of  your  innocent  verfe  I 

F  A  C  I  L. 

O,  with  me  'tis  a  rule  not  to  quarrel  with  thofe 
Who  attack,  what  I  fcribble  in  rhyme  or  in  profe  j 
To  fkirmifh  with  you,  how  unjuft  fhould  I  be, 
If,  perchance,  of  my  verfes  you  don't  think-  with  me  ; 
When,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I'm  fo  various  an  elf, 
I  have  twenty  opinions  about  them  myfelf ! 

CAREY. 
What  an  honeft  confeffion  ! 

F  A  c  i  L. 

'Tis  perfectly  true  ; 

Yet  my  works,  I  muft  own,  I  too  rarely  review  ; 
And  too  quick  in  their  birth  are  the  brats  of  my  brain  : 
My  Iviufo  is.  no  parent  inur'd  to  long  pain, 
Who  dandles  a  rickety  chit  while  it  lives, 
And  loves  it  the  more  for  the  trouble  it  gives  ; 
She  with  lively  difpatch,  like  a  provident  mother, 
S»on  as  one  child  is  born  thinks  of  rearing  another.— 

But 
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But  enough  of  a  jade  that  is  merely  ideal ; 
Let  us  talk  of  a  female,  kind,  lovely,  and  real ; 
An  infpirer  of  fomething  much  fweeter  than  verfe, 
And,  I  hope,  with   a  few  thoufand  pounds  in  her 

purfe  : 

I  allude,  my  good  friend,  to  Mil's  Jafper,  your  flame; 
But,  perhaps,  fhe  no  longer  is  known  by  that  name, 
And  has  wifely  exchang'd  it  for  Carey. 

CAREY. 

Not  fo  ; 

The  day  or  our  wedding  you'll  certainly  know, 
As  I  hope  that  your  Mufe  will  the  altar  attend 
With  a  rapturous  ode  on  the  blifs  of  your  friend. 

F  A  c  i  L. 

I  accept  the  gay  office  with  infinite  glee  ;— 
But  at  prefent,  I  hope,  the  fair  Nymph  we  fhall  fee  : 
Trope  and  I  were  the  intimate  friends  of  her  brother  ; 
What  a  genius  was  he  !  —  I  ne'er  knew  fuch  ano- 
ther : 

At  fchool  we  firft  faw  him  his  talent  difplay ; 
I  remember  he  modell'd  our  figures  in  clay. 
The  trade  of  a  fculptor  we  thought  not  his  fate, 
But  fuppos'd  he'd  have  half  of  Sir  Simon's  eftate  ! 

CARE  Y. 
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CAREY.     . 

So  he  would,  had  not  Vellum's  more  provident  care, 
When  he  made  the  Knight's  will,  nam'd  himfelfas 

his  heir. 

My  Lady,  indeed,  has  the  rents  for  her  life, 
But  to  Vellum  yields  half  if  again  (he's  a  wife  ! 
And  if  without  iflue  her  Ladyfhip  dies, 
All  this  ample  eftate  is  old  Latitat's  prize. 

F  A  c  i  L. 

And  what  fays  poor  Jafper,  that  fpirited  lad  r 
Faith,  I  think  fuch  a  will  might  have  driven  him  maa  \ 
Though  engag'd  by  his  art,  he,  I'm  fure,  muft  be 

nettled  ; 
But  in  Ruflia,  they  fay,  he  is  happily  fettled. 

CAREY. 

When  a  generous  mind  has  embrac'd  a  fine  art, 
With  Fortune's  vain  gifts  it  can  readily  part ; 
From  the  world's  dirty  cares  it  detaches  itfelf, 
To  contend  for  a  prize  far  fuperior  to  pelf; 
And  looks  with  contempt  (I  am  fure  that  you  feel  it) 
Upon  heart-hard'ning  gold,  and  the  villains  who  fteal  it. 
Such  a  mind,  from  his  childhood,  your  friend  has  puf- 
fed ; 
And  in  Ruflia,  I  hear,  he  is  bufy  and  bleft  j 

For 
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For  a  patronefs  there,  of  imperial  fpirit, 
The  munificent  Catherine,  honours  his  merit. 

F  A  c  i  L. 

I  proteft,  in  the  different  realms  of  the  earth, 
There  is  no  friend,  like  woman,  to  genius  and  worth  1  . 

TROPE.    , 

I  wifh  you  and  I  may  a  Catherine  find 
In  the  widow  whofe  Knight  in  our  verfe  is  enfhrin'd ! 

F  A  C  I  L. 

You  perhaps,  my  dear  Carey,  can  tell  us  fome  news  : 
Has  her  Ladyfhip  told  you  her  thoughts  of  our  Mufe  ? 

CAREY. 

One  thing,  my  good  friends,  I  can  tell  you  at  prefent, 
But  I  fear  you'll  not  think  it  exceedingly  pleafant  ; 
Yet  it's  certainly  fit  you  fhould  inftantly  know  it, 
And,  indeed,  emulation  infpirits  a  poet : 
Nay,  look  not  fo  grave  ! — 'tis  a  rival — that's  all, 
A  candidate  come  at  her  Ladyfliip's  call. 

F  A  c  i  L, 
A  rival !  who  is  it  ? 

TROPE. 
A  rival  !  pray  who  ?        , 

CAREY. 

One,  I'll  venture  to  fay,  fully  known  to  you  two, 
VOL,  VI.  T  A  Bard 
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A  Bard  whofe  pretenfions  are  not  very  humble, 

F  A  c  i  L. 
You  furely  don't  mean  the  pedantical  Rumble  ? 

CAREY. 

Even  fo  !  that  long-winded  loud  Stentor  of  fong  ; 
And  the  ladies  all  think  that  his  language  is  ftrong* 

TROPE. 

*Tis  as  ftrong  and  as  knotty  as  Hercules'  club, 
And  as  rough  as  the  roll  of  the  old  Cynic's  tub. 

CAREY. 

f  lufli !  hufh  ! — in  this  chamber  the  Bear  is  inclos'd.. 
Growling  over  the  epitaphs  you  have  compos'd. 

F  A  C  I  I. 

Is  he  fo  I— introduce  us.— —I  long  to  partake 

In  the  courteous  remarks  that  his  candor  will  make, 

CAREY. 

O,5f  fuch  is  your  wifh,  to  our  gueft  I'll  prefentyou;. 
But  I  fancy  his  comments  will  quickly  content  you. 

F  A  C  I  L. 

As  for  me,  I  defy  him  to  give  me  vexation  ; 
And  Trope  will  delight  in  fome  retaliation. 

End  of  ACT    I. 

ACT 
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ACT         II. 

SCENE     I. 

Mifs  Jafper  and  Gerrard* 

Miss  JASPER. 

watch  for  my  brother,  and  bring  him 
to  me, 

And  let  no  one,  good  Gerrard,  my  vlfltor  fee : 
On  your  faithful  prudence  I  folely  rely  j 
We're  undone  if  our  guefts  fhould  his  perfon  efpy  : 
From  all  but  ourfelves  we  muft  keep  him  unknown ; 
And,  if  feen,  he  muft  pafs  for  a  friend  of  your  own. 
1  depend  on  your  prudence. 

GERRARD. 

Dear  Mifs,  never  fear  i 

To  do  him  any  good  I  would  watch  for  a  year  : 
Heaven  knows,  I  have  pray'd  for  him  early  and  late, 
Since  the  old  lawyer  robb'd  him  of  this  fine  eftate  : 
And  would  give  all  I'm  worth  could  I  get  him  his  due. 

Miss  JASPER. 

Honeft  Gerrard  !  I  know  we've  a  good  friend  in  you  : 
T2  But 
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But  look  out  for  my  brother — he'll  want  your  aflift- 
ance. 

GERRARD. 
I  think  I  fhall  know  him  at  half  a  mile's  diftance. 

Miss  JASPER. 
He'll  be  here  ere  you  ftir— prithee  run  to  the  gate. 

GERRARD. 

Dear  Mifs,  you  forget ;  I  am  pad  fixty-eight  j 
But  I'll  make  all  the  hafte  that  I  can,  for  your  fake, 
And  I'll  pray  for  you  both  at  each  ftep  that  I  take. 

[Exit. 

Miss  JASPER. 

That's  a  worthy  old  creature,  though  rather  too  flow  ; 
He  is  trufty,  and  will  not  betray  us,  I  know : 
But  though  he's  fecure?  I  frill  mudder  to  think 
How  my  hopes  in  a  moment  to  nothing  may  fink. 
As  the  crifis  comes  on,  in  a  hazardous  fcheme, 
With  what  infinite  terrors  the  fancy  will  teem  !— 
Jn  my  hopes  of  the  match  I  was  fanguine  and  hearty  ; 
But  I  now  have  my  fears  in  regard  to  each  party. 
Should  my  Gentleman  turn  out  too  fqueamifh  and  coy, 
How  vain  the  kind  art  I  have  deign'd  to  employ  ! 
Should  my  Lady  fhew  family-pride,  at  this  feafon, 
I've  depended  in  vain  upon  Nature  and  Reafon. 

2  I  have 
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I  have  ftudied  her  well,  and  I  clearly  defcry 

She's  deftin'd  again  to  the  conjugal  tie  : 

In  fpite  of  the  whims  falfe  refinement  has  taught  her, 

She  is  honeft  dame  Nature's  benevolent  daughter  : 

Though  a  truly  good  creature,  in  virtue  fo  ftrong 

She  would  not  for  the  world  do  a  thing  ftie  thiaks 

wrong, 

Yet  of  fuch  yielding  wax  her  foft  bofom  is  form'd, 
It  will  melt  in  a  moment,  if  properly  warm'd  ; 
Provided  her  fancy,  affectedly  nice, 
Can  delude  her  kind  heart  with  fome  dainty  device, 
Some  delicate  plea  for  becoming  a  wife 
To  the  youth,  who  conjures  her  to  blefs  him  for  life. 
On  this  I  have  founded  my  whimfical  plan, 
In  hopes  of  producing  this  fortunate  man  ; 
My  brother,  I  know,  has  a  paflion  for  her ; 
And  fhe  foon  to  all  men  would  his  perfon  prefer. 
But  in  my  rapid  project  he  will  not  be  fteady, 
Unlefs  I  perfuade  him  {he  loves  him  ajready ; 
For  men  rarely  know,  tho'  pf  knowledge  they're  vain, 
By  a  well-manag'd  minute  how  much  they  may  gain. 
And  fhould  he  detect  the  kind  art  I  employ, 
Farewell  to  my  hopes  of  their  conjugal  joy  !— 

T  3    ,  I  yefler- 


278        THE   MAUSOLEUM: 

I  yefterday  thought  that  my  plan  could  not  fail ; 

Now  I  think  'twill  be  marvellous  fhould  it  prevail. 

But  away,  cruel  fears  !  hence,  ye  painful  alarms  ! 

I  behold  my  dear  brother  reftor'd  to  my  arms  ! 
Enter   Jafper. 
JASPER. 

Heaven  blefs  thee,  dear  girl  ! — you  have  got  me  once 
more, 

In  fpite  of  my  vow  not  to  vifit  this  fhore  ; 

And  I  joyfully  fly,  with  affection's  quick  pace, 

To  enfold  thy  kind  heart  in  a  brother's  embrace  : 

With  that  in  my  grafp,  I  true  opulence  feel, 

And  my  wealth  in  this  cafket  no  lawyer  can  fteal. 
Miss  JASPER. 

If  love  and  efteem  may  be  reckon'd  as  treafure, 

You,  indeed,  my  dear  brother,  are  rich  above  mea- 
gre! 

O  how  have  I  long'd  all  your  feelings  to  learn  ! 

How  ardently  pray'd  for  your  fpeedy  return  ! 

How  often  accus'd  your  indignant  delay  ! 

What  a  million  of  things  had  I  ready  to  fay  ! 

What  queftions  to  afk  ! — and  yet  now  you  are  come, 

The  confufion  of  joy  has  almoft  made  me  dumb  ! 

5  JASPER. 
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JASPER. 

My  tender,  good  girl  ! — I  perceive  you  retain 
All  your  lively  fenfations  of  pleafure  and  pain. — 
But  thefe  tears  will  relieve  you — don't  check  them,  my 

dearj 

'Tis  a  tribute  my  heart  is  inclin'd  to  revere  ^ 
All  flattering  language  I  prize  them  above, 
And  hold  them  the  trueft  expreffion  of  love  : 
And  indeed,  when  I  think  what  diftrefs  and  regret 
Have  harrafs'd  your  fenfible  mind  fmce  we  met ; 
When  I  think  how,  from  fordid  felf-intcreft  free, 
You  forget  your  own  wrongs  in  attention  to  me  ; 
I  feel  tears  of  gratitude  ready  to  ftart, 
And  confefs  my  dear  fifter  the  pride  of  my  heart ! 

Miss  JASPER. 
Yet,  for  life,  you  could  talk  of  deferting  this  iifter ! 

JASPER. 

But  you  fee,  when  {he  pleaded  I  could  not  refift  her.— 
When  I  firft  was  inform'd  of  old  Vellum's  vile  fraud, 
In  my  rage  I  determin'd  on  living  abroad : 
For  Ruffia,  you  know,  I  departed  from  Rome  j 
However,  my  dear,  you  may  fafely  preftime 
Such  an  abfence  from  you  I  could  never  endure, 
Had  you  not  brought  me  back  by  a  different  lure  ; 

T4  And 
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And  my  friends  of  the  Law  with  your  wifhes  confpir'd, 

To  make  me  return  with  the  hafte  you  defir'd, 

As  they  give  me  fome  hopes  of  foon  changing  our 

fate, 

And  regaining  from  Vellum  the  pilfer'd  eftate.-— — 
But  how  fares  my  dear  widow  ?  whofe  partial  affe&ion 
Seems  kindled  by  fome  friendly  angel's  direction, 
To  redrefs  half  our  wrongs,  and  defeat  the  old  thief 
Who  impos'd  on  Sir  Simon's  too  fimple  belief. 
A  rafcal !  to  feign  a  regard  for  my  fame, 
And  fteal  my  eftate,  not  to  injure  my  name. 
I  thought  not  my  coufin  fo  eafy  a  fool  j 
How  the  deuce  could  old  Vellum  fo  make  him  his  tool ! 
For  the  Knight,  on  this  plea,  fign'd  his  will  when  in 

health, 

Not  to  fpoil  a  great  artift  by  giving  me  wealth.— 
JSut  where's  my  kind  widow  ? — I  long  to  exprefs— — 

Miss   JASPER. 

You  muft  pardon  a  little  demurenefs  in  drefs, 
Nor  expect  her,  though  you  to  all  men  (he  prefers, 
To  fly  into. your  arms. 

JASPER. 
No  5  let  me  fly  to  her's. 

Miss 
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Miss    JASPER. 

Not  fo  faft,  my  dear  brother ;  you  furely  forget 
By  what  vigilant  enemies  we  are  befet ! 
Should  Vellum,  whofe  fpies  are  now  under  this  roof, 
And  againft  whofe  vile  art  no  affe&ion  is  proof, 
Should  he  get  the  leaft  hint  of  my  Lady's  attachment, 
He  would  rage  like   the  wolf  in  that  new-painted 

hatchment ; 

Your  mutual  regard  he  would  fet  at  defiance, 
And  move  earth  and  hell  to  prevent  your  alliance, 

JASPER. 

Would  he  fo  ? — By  my  faith,  as  the  widow's  fo  kind, 
I  care  not  what  mifchiefs  may  lurk  in  his  mind  j 
Not  a  legion  of  imps,  by  a  lawyer  inftrucled, 
Shall   mar   the   fweet  bufmefs   her  heart  has  con-. 

duded.— 

But  has  file  quite  hid  her  connubial  defign  ? 
Has  the  rogue  no  furmife  me  will  fhortly  be  mine  ? 

Miss  JASPER. 
No,  not  any. 

JASPER. 
Well  manag'd,  my  dear  fairy  elf ! 

Miss  JASPER. 
To  fay  truth,  'tis  a  fecret  not  known  to  herfelf. 

JASPER, 
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JASPER. 
To  herfelf !— am  I  dup'd  then  ? 

Miss  JASPER. 

Dear  brother,  be  coo]. 
JASPER. 
Have  you  (ent  for  me  home,  but  to  make  me  a  fool  ? 

Miss  JASPER. 

No  indeed  !'but  to  make  you  moft  happy  for  life, 
And  give  you  a  lovely  and  excellent  wife  j 
In  fo  ferious  a  point  could  you  think  that  I  jefted  ?— • 
Have  you  purchas'd  the  licence  my  letter  requefted  ? 

JASPER. 

Here  it  is — and  our  folly  will  finely  expofe, 
If  the  fair  one  efcapes  whom  this  chain  fliould  inclofe, 

Miss  JASPER. 

Implicitly  truft  to  my  care  as  your  guide, 
And  ere   midnight,  perhaps,  you  may  clafp  a  kind 
bride. 

JASPER. 

You  teaze  me,  dear  girl !  with  much  whimfical  pain  ; 
But  I  beg  that  you'll  clearly  thefe  riddles  explain. 
I  fear  you  have  form'd  fome  nonfenfical  plot : 
Has  the  Widow  declar'd  fhe  will  have  me,  or  not  ? 

Miss 
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Miss  JASPER. 

Dear  brother  !  indulge  me  with  patient  attention, 
And  our  true  fituation  I'll  honeftly  mention  : 
But,  however  my  project  may  ftrike  you  at  firfr, 
Into  rage  and  defpair  do  not  haftily  burft  ; 
To  be  bold  in  fuch  points  is,  in  truth,  to  be  wife, 
And  a  widow's  a  fort  to  be  won  by  farprize. 

JASPER. 
So  fhe  has  not  engag'd,  then,  to  give  me  her  hand  ? 

Miss  JASPIR. 

Have  patience  ! — her  ftate  you  fhall  foon  underftand. 
That  fhe  loves  you,  I  know  j  and  with  innocent  art 
I  have  cherifh'd  the  palfion  ftill  hid  in  her  heart : 
For  fhe  fancies,  good  creature  !  that,  fafe  from  love's 

flames, 

She's  devoted  for  life  to  Sir  Simon's  cold  afhes.— 
You  know,  fhe  affects  to  be  highly  refin'd  : 
And  a  project  I've  built  on  this  caft  of  her  mind, 
Which,  if  you'll  obey  me,  I'll  venture  my  life, 
Like  a  ftroke  of  true  magic,  will  make  her  your  wife, 
And  before  any  foul  can  fufpedt  our  intention. 

JASPER. 

Well,  my  girl !  and  pray  what  is  your  magic  inven- 
tion ? 

Miss 
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Miss  JASPER. 

You  muft  know,  fhe  believe?  that  you  only  return 
To  oblige  her,  by  gracing  Sir  Simon's  rich  urn  : 
She  thinks  the  Czarina,  on  this  one  condition, 
That  you  travel  incog,  gives  you  her  kind  permifiion  ; 
And  her  Ladyfhip's  mind  I  have  fill'd  with  thefe  no- 
tions, 

As  they  form  an  excufe  for  concealing  your  motions  : 
So  fhe  hopes  from  your  hand,  with  the  higheft  delight, 
To  behold  a  fine  ftatue  of  her  noble  Knight. 
Now,  Sir  Simon  and  you  have  been  thought  much 

alike  $ 

And,  to  make  the  refemblance  more  forcibly  ftrike, 
I  mean  to  array  you,  her  heart  to  entrap, 
In  his  blue  fattin  night-gown  and  red  velvet  cap ; 
The  drefs  which,  to  humour  his  elegant  Fair, 
The  courteous  old  Cit  was  contented  to  wear. 

JASPER. 

And  is  this  your  fine  plan  !  you  impertinent  jade  ? 
Drefs  me  up  as  the  Punch  of  a  dull  mafquerade  ! 

Miss  JASPER. 
Have  patience! — my  fcheme  muft  furprize  you,  no 

doubt, 

Yet  I  think  you'll  applaud,  if  you  hear  it  throughout ; 

And 
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And  if  you  have  fpirit  I  know  'twill  fucceed. 

JASPER. 
To  play  the  dead  man — a  fine  project,  indeed  ! 

Miss  JASPER. 
Nay,  but  hear  me  ! — your  a&ions  I  will  not  controul, 

JASPER. 
Well,  you've  made  me  an  idiot;  fo'tell  me  the  whole. 

Miss  JASPER. 

No  !  I've  taught  you  to  make  yourfelf  all  you  defire, 
If  you  will  but  reftrain  this  intemperate  fire.-— 
Come,  attend  to  my  plot :— You  fond  creatures  {hall 

meet 

In  the  new  Maufoleum,  that  penfive  retreat ; 
On  a  pedeftal  there  you  your  perfon  muft  place, 
To  mew  how  a  ftatue  the  building  may  grace : 
To  behold  you  fo  fixt  I'll  my  Lady  prepare  : 
She'll  be  ftruck  in  furveying  your  figure  and  air; 
She  with  tender  furprize  will  your  features  review, 
And  fancy  me  fees  her  Sir  Simon  in  you  : 
Then  fpring   from   your  pedeftal,    feize  her   fweet 

charms, 

And  fwear,  as  you  fold  her  foft  heart  in  your  arms, 
You  are  like  her  Sir  Simon  in  foul  as  in  form, 
That  your  heart  towards  her  is  as  tenderly  warm  ; 

You 
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You  may  add — in  a  vifion  he  bade  you  direct  her 
To  take  you  for  life  as  her  legal  protector, 
And,  to  make  her  chafte  love  to  his  memory  known, 
Chufe  his  living  refemblance  before  one  of  ftone. 
There's  a  promifing  fcheme  for  a  widow's  relief ! 

JASPER. 

Set  woman  to  woman,  as  thief  to  catch  thief!— 
I  confefs  in  your  plot  there  is  fpirit  and  foul ; 
On  her  governing  foible  you  Ve  grounded  -the  whole  5 
And  rapid  fuccefs  might  attend  on  your  plan, 
But  for  puppet-fliew  courtlhip  I  am  not  the  man : 
I  poflefs  not  the  face  that  your  ftratagem  needs, 
For  fo  bold  an  attack  on  a  widow  in  weeds ; 
And  I  feel  fome  reluctance,  in  truth,  at  my  heart, 
To  fuch  an  appearance  of  fraudulent  art. 

Miss  JASPER. 

Away,  my  dear  brother,  with  fcruples  like  thefe  ! 
Of  the  amorous  heart  doubt's  a  common  difeafe, 
But  one  that  my  counfels  may  fpeedily  cure  : 
You  both  love  each  other— your  meaning  is  pure—- 
The gentle  Sophia  you'll  tenderly  treat, 
Her  form  is  enchanting,  her  temper  is  fweet; 
And  if  your  odd  courtfhip  appears  like  a  jeft, 
In  your  marriage,  I'm  fure,  you'll  be  equally  bleft  : 

Without 
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Without  it,  indeed,  our  fair  friend  is  undone, 
For  old  Vellum  intends  that  the  coxcomb  his  fon, 

When  he  comes  from  his  travels But  fomebody's 

near; 

A  fudden  furprize  in  this  quarter  I  fear, 
Let  us  hafte  to  my  room — I  muft  fchool  you  above : 
And  you'll  ac~l  as  I  wifh  if  you've  one  fpark  of  love. 
If  I  find  you  have  not — I  (hall  honeftly  fay, 
You  muft  give  up  the  part  that  I  meant  you  to  play. 

[Exeunt  haftily* 

Enter  Lady  Sophia  with  Papers  in  her  hand>  attended 
by  Carey. 

LADY  SOPHIA, 
Unfold  the  great  doors  of  the  fable  falobn. 

[The  Scene  opens,  and  dif cover 5  a  large  Apart- 
ment,  with  a  black  velvet  Pavilion.] 

At  the  thoughts  of  this  bufmefs  I'm  ready  to  fwoon  ! 
But  you,  my  good  Carey,  will  leflen  my  pain, 
And  aid  my  weak  nerves  the  fad  fcene  to  fuftainj 
As  my  Gentleman-ufher  you'll  kindly  attend, 
And  bring  the  three  Bards  to  an  audience,  my  friend  : 
I  fhall  fit  to  receive  them  beneath  my  pavilion. 
To  repay  their  fweet  verfe  I  cguld  wifh  for  a  million  ; 

But 
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But  I  think  that  each  Bard  will  be  pleas'd  with  his 
lot: 

•So  bring  them Stay,  Carey,  one  thing  I've  forgot; 

But  now  'tis  too  late  for  my  purpofe,  I  fear ; 
I  meant  to  have  order'd  the  horns  to  be  here, 
With  a  little  foft  mufic  thefe  rites  to  begin, 
And  to  found  a  dead  march  as  the  Poets  walk  in. 

CAREY. 
Dear  Madam,  their  verfes  will  want  no  fuch  aid ; 

Let  me  hafte  to  prefent  them. FantaiHcal  jade  ! 

\_Afidey  as  be  goes  out. 
LADY  SOPHIA. 

(feating  herfelf  under  the  Pavilion,  and  looking  over 
the  Papers  in  her  hand.) 

From  thefe  epitaphs,  thus,  I  may  happily  borrow 
The  parts  that  moft  flatter  my  delicate  forrow ; 
And  while  in  one  piece  I  harmonioufly  blend 
Four  lines  from  each  poem  thefe  authors  have  penn'd, 
I  am  pleas'd  that  on  them  no.  vexation  can  fall, 

That  I  (hall  not  hurt  one,  and  muft  gratify  all. 

But  the  Geniufes  come. 

Enter  Carey,  introducing  Rumble,  Facil,  and  Trope, 
who  advance  with  profound  Bows  towards  the 

Pavilign. 

LADY 
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LADY  SOPHIA. 

Ye  kind  friends  to  my  grief! 
\Vho  employ  your  fine  parts  in  affliction's  relief; 
My  mournful  diftrefs  by  your  talents  ye  calm, 
And  my  dear  loft  Sir  Simon1  your  veries  embalm. 
As  I  ought,  let  me  firft  Mr.  Rumble  addrefs  : 
What  I  owe  to  you,  Sir,  I  can  never  exprefsj 
Yet  the  force  of  your  pen  let  my  gratitude  mention- 

RUMBLE  (afede.) 
I  perceive  {he  has  fenfe — and  I'm  fure  of  the  penfion  ! 

LADY  SOPHIA. 

In  my  choice  I  have  done  equal  juftice,  I  hope, 
To  you,  Mr.  Facil — and  you,  Mr.  Trope  : 
From  your  various  productions  twelve  verfes  I  chufe, 
And  I  blend  the  rich  fweets  of  each  different  Mufe  ; 
Thus  a  wreith  is  completed  to  deck  the  dear  flirine, 
And  to  honor  Sir  Simon  three  Poets  combine. 
Here  you'll  fee  how  I've  manag'd  this  nice  combi- 
nation. [Dijlributing  a  Paper  to  each, 

RUMBLE. 

I  proteft  I  can't  fuffer  this  conglomeration 
Of  marble  and  brick !  this  anomalous  jumble  I 

CAREY  (In  a  whifper  to  Rumble). 
Remember  the  penfion,  my  good  Mr.  Rumble  ! 
VOL.  VI,  U  RUMBLE. 
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RUMBLE. 

Sir  !  my  admurmurations  fhall  loudly  be  heard  ! 
I've  a  right  to  exclaim  that  my  Lady's  abfurd  : 
In  her  cap  flie  as  well  might  conquaflate  together 
The  down  of  green  geefe  and  an  oftrich's  feather, 

F  A  C  I  L. 

I  think,  Mr.  Rumble,  my  Lady  difplays 
The  moft  dexterous  art  in  uniting  our  lays  : 
Your  elder  Mufe  firft,  like  the  waggon  of  Night, 
Moves  folemn  and  grand  ; — like  the  chariot  of  Light, 
Airy  Trope  then  advances,  with  different  pace  j  — 
And,  like  Twilight,  between  you  I  find  my  right 
place. 

RUMBLE. 
Remember,   young   man  !    while   this  fplendor  you 

brag  on, 

That  rich  Ponderofity  rides  in  a  waggon.-^- 
But  I  will  not  defcend  to  a  vile  conteftation  j 
Our  minds  were  not  fafhion'd  for  reciprocation. 
My  Lady  I  pardon,  on  this  one  condition, 
That  flie  quickly  proceeds  to  a  decompofition  : 
She  may  chufe  of  our  epitaphs  which  (he  thinks  fit ; 
But  a  mixture  fo  monftrous  I  will  not  admit. 

She 
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She  as  well  with  her  fcifiars  might  haftily  fnip 
From  different  portraits  the  eye,  nofe,  and  lip, 
And  think  that  her  needle  accomplifh'd  great  mat- 
ters, 

By  dompa&ing  a  face  of  the  difcrepant  tatters. 
LADY  SOPHIA. 

0  mercy  ! — dear  Sir,  pray  this  bufinefs  adjuftj 
And  do  not  difturb  my  Sir  Simon's  calm  duft ! 
If  a  fquabble  concerning  his  tomb  you  excite, 

1  am  fure  his  dear  fpirit  will  haunt  us  to-night : 
I  feel  in  this  terror  new  anguifh  arife, 

And  a  frefh  flood  of  forrow  fwells  into  my  eyes  ! 

CAREY  (afide  to  Rumble), 
Mr.  Rumble  !  I  fear,  if  you  do  not  fubmitj 
My  Lady  will  have  an  hyfterical  fit. 

RUMBLE. 

Sir !  in  points  that  my  credit  and  honor  involve, 
A  few  drops  of  fait- water  won't  melt  my  refolve. 

F  A  c  i  L  (aftde  to  Carey.) 
I  proteft,  though  fantaftic  I  own  Ihe  appears, 
I  can  not  bear  the  fight  of  fuch  beauty  in  tears  j 
And  as  I  perceive  flie  is  really  diftreft, 
I'll  at  once  put  an  end  to  the  ftrife  in  her  breaft. 

u  2  \r» 
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[To  Lady  Sophia.] 

Dear  Madam  !  that  you  on  this  point  may 
And  your  delicate  mind  from  all  doubt  to  relieve, 
Let  me  and  my  friend  our  pretenfions  refign, 
And  leave  one  fingle  Bard  to  embellifli  the  fhrine  ; 
We  beg  that  alone  Mr.  Rumble  may  bear 
The  honor  he  thinks  that  we  ought  not  to  (har». 

CAREY. 

No,  no,  my  good  friend  j  you're  too  anodeft,  in- 
deed ! 
I've  a  plan  for  ye  all,  that  I  truft  will  fucceed. 

LADY  SOPHIA. 

What  is  it,  good  Carey  ?  I  wifli  to  purfue 
Some  happy  expedient  fuggefted  by  you. 

CAREY. 

At  Mecca,  dear  Ma'am,  feven  poems,  we're  told, 
O'er  the  Prophet's  rich  tomb  were  fufpended  in  gold; 
Now,  let  three  worthy  Bards  each  an  .elegy  write, 
And  fufpend  all  their  works  o'er  the  tomb  of  your 
Knight. 

LADY  SOPHIA. 

O  charming  ! — your  thought  is  enchantingly  fine  I—- 
Mr. Rumble  !  I  hope  you  applaud  his  defign  ? 

RUMB  L  E. 
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RUM  B  L  E. 

From  this  propofition  I  will  not  revolt, 
Though  my  young  rivals'  pride  it  may  ferve  to  exalt : 
Of  the  honor  you  do  them  I  will  not  be  jealous ; 
But  I'll  teadh  the  vain  youths  to  revere  an  Entellus. 

LADY   SOPHIA. 

Well,  I  hope  what  has  pad  will  be  kindly  forgot, 
And  that  now  you'll  all  deign  to  compofe  on  th^Tpot. — 
I  commend,  my  good  Carey,  the  Bards  to  your  care ; 
Entertain  them,  I  beg,  with  the  choiceft  of  fare  : 
And,  as  it  grows  late,  you  muft  leave  me,  my  friend, 
In  affliction's  chafte  rites  my  lone  evening  to  fpend. — 
Farewell,  worthy  Sirs ; — you  now  leave  me  to  forrow, 
But  I  hope  to  attend  you  at  dinner  to-morrow. 

CAREY. 

Come,  my  friends !  now  permit  me  to  be  your  direc- 
tor.— 

Mr.  Rumble,  'Rack  Punch  is  your  genuine  neclar  ; 
As  the  night's  coming  on,  I'll  prepare  a  rich  bowl, 
That  fhall  give  to  you  Poets  frefh  vigour  of  foul ; 
For  the  Mufe  with  new  force,  like  theflying-fim,fprings, 
When  fhe  ftoops  for  the  purpofe  of  wetting  her  wings. 
[Exit  Carey,  with  Rumble,  Facil,  W  Trope. 
U  3  LADY 
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/ 

LADY    SOPHIA,  alone. 

I  am  glad  we  have  footh'd  Mr.  Rumble's  chagrin  ! 
Enter  Mifs   Jafper. 
LADY  SOPHIA. 

O,  my  dear,  with  the  Poets  I've  had  fuch  a  fcene  ! 
They  have  fhaken  my  nerves  to  that  cruel  degree, 
I  lhall  quiver  all  night  like  a  poor  afpen-tree. 

Miss   JASPER. 

My  tidings  new  life  in  your  heart  will  infufe  ; 
^The  young  Sculptor's  arriv'd  ! 

LADY   SOPHIA. 

That  indeed  is  fweet  news  ! 

Then  in  effigy  foon  I  fhall  clafp  my  dear  Knight ! 
Is  the  block  too  provided,  and  perfectly  white  ? 
Of  the  true  Parian  marble,  I  truft  he  will  mold 
The  ftatue  my  bofom  fo  pants  to  behold. 

Miss  JASPER, 

I  aflure  you,  the  bufinefs  engages  his  heart, 
And  you'll  fee  a  fine  work  from  his  exquifite  art. 
To  my  brother  already  the  vault  I  have  (hewn  ; 
And  of  attitudes  there  he  is  thinking  alone. 
As  I  mean  to  conceal  his  arrival  at  home, 
We  went  by  the  pafs  under  ground  to  the  dome. 

LADY 
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LADY    SOPHIA. 

We  will  join  him,  dear  Fanny,  and  go  the  fame  way. 
I  long  at  the  tomb  my  devotions  to  pay; 
To  hear  how  your  brother's  fine  fancy  and  {kill 
With  new  decorations  the  ftruclure  may  fill, 
And  to  fee  in  what  pofture  the  ftatue  may  ftand. 

Mi  ss    JASPER. 
Let  us  go — he'll  be  happy  to  kifs  your  fair  hand. 

[Exeunt. 

[The  Scene  changes  to  the  infide  of  a  grand  Mau- 
foleum  ;  on  one  fide  a  large  oblong  Tomb  of  white 
marble ;  on  the  other ,  fame  Jleps  afcendlng  from  a 
fubterraneous  paj/age.  Jafper  appears  in  the 
Gown  and  Cap  of  Sir  Simon. J 

JASPER. 

What  a  part  has  my  fifter  induc'd  me  to  play  ! 
I  wifh  from  the  fcene  I  could  well  flip  away. 
I  fhall  never  fucceed— furely  love  was  ne'er  made, 
Since  the  days  of  old  Jove,  in  fuch  odd  mafquerade  ! 
I  fcarce  know  myfelf  in  this  whimfical  plight, 
,   But  I  fancy  I  look  very  like  the  old  Knight  : 
Yet  if  you,  my  fweet  Widow,  incline  to  my  plan, 
This  image  will  beat  the  original  man. — 

U  4  Gad ! 
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Gad  !  I  hope  fhe  won't  fancy  I'm  really  his  ghoft!— 
But  I  hear  them  below — I  muft  leap  to  my  poft. 

[  Jafper  places  himfelf  in  aftriking  attitude  on  the 
top  of  the  marble  Tomb^  while  Lady  Sophia 
axd  Mifs  Jafper  afcend  the  Jleps  from  thefub- 
terranean  pajfege.'] 

LADY  SOPHIA  (parting.) 
O  mercy ! — what  phantom  amazes  my  fight ! 
Has  the  grave  to  my  love  given  back  the  dear  Knight  ? 
'Tis  himfelf  I  perceive — 'tis  no  fanciful  dream  ! 

O,  I  faint [Falls  on  the  arm  <?/Mifs  Jafper. 

[Jafper  flies  to  Lady  Sophia  in  great  agitation^ 
andfpeaks  at  the  fame  time  to  Mifs  Jafper.] 
See  the  end  of  your  pitiful  fcheme  !«— 
As  I  livej  her  fond  fears  have  fufpended  her  breath  ! 
And  I've  frighten'd  the  delicate  creature  to  death  ! 

Miss  JASPER. 
Never  fear,  flmple  Charles !  you  will  not  lofe  your 

wife : — 

You  undei-ftand  marble  much  better  than  life  ! 
LADY    SOPHIA  (reviving.) 

Where  am  I  ! O,  pray  Sir,  are  you  Mr.  Jafper  ? 

Miss   JASPER  (whifpering  her  brother.) 
In  your  arms,  you  poor  fimpleton  !  haften  to  clafp  her  !— 

If 
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If  you  (land  fo  confounded,  how  can  you  fucceed  ? 
I  fhall  prefently  think  you  a  ftatue  indeed  ! 
JASPER  (to  Lady  Sophia.) 
How  fare  you,  dear  Lady  ?— 'tis  true  that  you  fee 
Your  devoted  affectionate  Jafper  in  me  : 
Of  your  beauty  my  heart  has  long  felt  the  effe6r, 
In  chafte  admiration  and  tender  refpedt : 
No  licentious  deflgn  with  my  paffion  could  mingle  ; 
But  the  very  firft  moment  I  heard  you  were  fmgle, 
All  my  foreign  purfuits  I  refolv'd  to  difclaim ; 
For  your  fmiles  are  to  me  more  attractive  than  fame. 
Though  the  wintry  ocean  was  roaring  between  us, 
My  love,  with  fond  hope  in  the  favor  of  Venus, 
Bade  me  crofs  the  rough  deep,  and,  difdaining  con- 

troul, 
Fly  with  fpeed  to  the  diftant  delight  of  my  foul ! 

LADY    SOPHIA. 
How  like  my  Sir  Simon  in  perfon  and  air ! 
The  mild  turn  of  his  lip,  and  his  eye  to  a  hair  ! 
'  J  A  S  PE  R. 

O  think  not  the  likenefs  lies  only  in  feature  I 
I've  bis  foul,  heart,  and  paffioiis,  my  fweet  lovely- 
creature  ! 

In 
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In  me,  then,  O  fancy  you  fee  him  reflor'd  ! 
And  with  fondnefs  connubial  be  lov'd  and  ador'd  ! 
Inftead  of  a  fenfelefs  cold  image  of  ftone, 
Make  his  living  refemblance  for  ever  your  own  ! 
A  foft  ftatue  of  wax  in  your  hand  I  will  prove  ; 
You /hall  mold  me.  to  all  the  chafte  fancies  of  love. 

LADY   SOPHIA. 
I  proteft  your  idea  is  fweetly  refin'd, 
To  delight  the  pure  warmth  of  a  delicate  mind  ! 
I  could  wifh  fuch  a  likenefs  to  keep  in  my  view, 
And  for  ever  contemplate  Sir  Simon  in  you  : 
But,  though  the  mere  offspring  of  tender  fenfation, 
Such  a  wifh  would  be  reckon'd  a  grofs  inclination  ; 
And  I'm  fure  I  fhould  die  at  that  horrid  fuggeftion  ! 

JASPER   (embracing  her.) 
Dear  angel  I  no  tongue  fhaJl  thy  purity  queftion. 

LADY  SOPH  i  A. 

O  Charles  }  to  my  bofom  you  give  fuch  a  flutter, 
All  my  reafons  againft  you  I  want  breath  to  utter. 

JASPER. 

By  the  eloquent  glance  of  that  dear  melting  eye, 
With  my  delicate  purpofe  I  know  you'll  comply. 

Miss 
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Miss  JASPER. 

Hufh  !  hufh  !  I  have  heard  fome  one  ftep  near  the  door  j 
Pray  be  ftill,  till  the  coaft  I  can  clearly  explore. 

LADY  SOPHIA. 

O  my  ftars  !  fhould  my  people  difcovef  at  home, 
That  by  night  I  converfe  with  a  man  in  this  dome — — 

Miss  JASPER. 
Hafte !  away !  under  ground  you  muft  quickly  retreat. 

JASPER  (taking  up  Lady  Sophia  in  bis  arms.) 
Come,  efcape  in  my  arms  ! 

LADY  SOPHIA. 

Don't  you  feel  my  heart  beat  ? 
JASPER. 
So  does  mine,  lovely  creature  !  my  foul  is  on  fire. 

LADY  SOPHIA. 
But  I  never  can  yield  to  your  fenfual  defire. 

[Exit  Jafper,  bearing  offLzdy  Sophia 
down  the  fubterraneanjlaircafe.  J 
CAREY. 

(/peaking  without  the  great  door  of  the  Maufoleum.) 
Mifs  Jafper  !  Mifs  Jafper  !  pray,  are  you  within  ? 

Miss  JASPER  (opening  the  door.) 
Js  it  you,  Sjr,  who  make  fo  uncivil  a  din  ?— 

Pray 
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Pi-ay  what  is  the  caufe  of  this  fudden  intrufion  ? 
Have  your  Poets  produc'd  a  new  fcene  of  confulion  ? 

CAREY. 

Gerrard  fays  you  have  lock'd  up  the  key  of  the  'Rack, 
So  to  give  the  Bards  punch  be  fo  kind  to  come  back. 
Come,  my  dear. — 

Miss  JASPER. 
The  deuce  take  your  poetical  potion  ! 
You  have  fpoil'd  my  poor   Lady's  nocturnal  devo- 
tion.— 

How  forgetful  old  Gerrard  is  fuddenly  grown  !  > 
He  has,  furely,  the  key  in  fome  draw'r  of  his  own. 
But  you  jeft. — Get  you  gone  ! — I  muft  haften  to  her. 

CAREY. 
But  without  a  few  kifles  indeed  I  {han't  ftir. 

Miss  JASPER. 

Pifh  ! — nonfenfe  !  —  make  hafte  then— I've  no  time 
to  fpare. 

CAREY. 
Can't  you  give  me  fome  minutes,  my  dear  bufy  Fair  ? 

Miss  JASPER. 

No,  in  truth,  not  a  moment  j  my  hurry  is  great- 
Meet  me  here  in  the  morning  precifely  at  eight, 

And 
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And  perhaps  I  may  make  you  fome  pleafing  amends, 
Good-night  !  ' 

CAREY. 

Let  us  part,  though,  like  lovers  and  friends  5 
I  deferve  this  fweet  kifs  for  my  patience. 

Miss  JASPER. 

Good-night  !' 

To-morrow,  I  hope,  will  bring  wonders  to  light  ! 

[Exeunt  different  ways, 

End  of  ACT    II. 


ACT         III. 

SCENE    I.     The  Maufoleum. 

Enter  Trope  with  Facil,  laughing. 
T  N  my  life  I  ne'er  knew  an  adventure  fo  drole  ! 

TROPE. 
But  what  is  it,  dear  Facil,  pray  tell  me  the  whole  ? 

FACIL. 

So  I  will,  when  a  little  calm  breath  I  can  draw, 
In  ceafing  to  laugh  at  the  figure  I  faw. 

TROPE, 
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TROPE. 

What  figure  ? 

F  A  c  i  L. 

Why,  Rumble  :  I  now  fee  him  ftand 
With  his  garments  half-button'd,  a  fcroll  in  his  hand  i 

And  the  poor  frighted  girl  ! 

TROPE. 

What  the  deuce  do  you  mean  ? 
In  an  odd  wanton  frolic  has  Rumble  been  feen — 
To  an  Abigail's  room  did  the  old  Bard  repair  ? 

F  AC  i  L. 

No,  no,  I'll  relate  to  you  all  the  affair. — 
You  muft  know  that  our  punch  had  fo  heated  my 

brain, 

That  to  fleep  half  the  night  I  endeavour'd  in  vain  ; 
But  was  jaft  in  a  (lumber,  between  three  and  four, 
When  a  half-array'd  figure  threw  open  my  door  : 
Twas  a  poor  trembling  damfel,  who  haftily  faid, 
"  Rife  !  rife  !  or  you'll  furely  be  burnt  in  your  bed  ! " 
And  I  heard  Rumble's  voice  thrice  repeat  the  word 

"'Fire!" 

But   as   that  dreadful  word   was  foon  follow'd  by 
«  Lyre," 

I  per- 
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I  perceiv'd  the  good  girl,  I  now  held  by  the  arm, 
Had  miftaken  his  verfe  for  a  cry  of  alarm. 

TROPE. 

Very  good  ! — he  has  often  thefe  {tarts  in  the  night. 
But  how  did  you  calm  the  poor  girl  in  her  fright  ? 

F  A  C  I  L. 

The  wild  little  wench,  like  a  poor  frighted  hare, 
Knew  not  which  way  to  run,  and  did  nothing  but 

ftare; 

When,  holding  the  door  of  my  chamber  a-jar, 
We  perceiv'd,  by  the  aid  of  the  bright  morning-ftar,  " 
The  old  Bard,  who  of  liquor  had  taken  his  fill, 
Sally  forth  from  his  quarters  in  odd  diftiabille  ; 
With  punch  and  with  poetry  heated,  he  fwaggers, 
And  reels  down  the  flairs,  like  a  horfe  in  the  ftaggers, 
Repeating  with  emphaiis,  feveral  times,   . 
The  unfortunate  word  in  his  dangerous  rhymes ; 
And  the  girl,  who  now  faw  her  miftake  very  clear, 
Laugh'd,  in  fpite  of  her  fhame,  at  the  fource  of  her 

fear. 

TROPE. 

And  you,  I  fpppofe,  when  her  terror  was  fled, 
Taught  her  bloom  to  revive  by  the  warmth  of  your  bed  ? 

FACJL. 
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F  A  C  I  L. 

No,  indeed  j  had  her  panic  been  only  affe&ed, 
I  perhaps  had  been  foolifh,  as  you  have  fufpe&ed  ; 
But  her  fear  and  her  modefty  both  were  fo  true 
That  they  won  my  regard,  and  fhe  fafely  withdrew. 

TROPE. 

But  where's  our  friend  Rumble  ? 
F  A  c  i  L. 

O,  nobody  knows. 
TROPE. 
To  fome  fhady  retreat  he  is  gone  to  compofe. 

F  A  c  i  L. 

On  the  houfe-top,  perhaps,  like  a  bird  he  may  fit ; 
He  confiders  keen  air  as  a  friend  to  his  wit. 
It  would  not  furprize  me  this  phoenix  to  fee 
Oddly  perch'd  on  a  bough  of  an  old  lofty  tree  ; 
For  he  thinks  he  writes  beft  when  he's   neareft  to 

heaven  : 

But  he'll  foon  want  his  breakfaft —  'tis  much  after 
feven.  . 

TROPE. 

Hark  !  what  is  that  noife,  like  the  woodman's  loud 
ftroke  ? 

i  FACIL. 
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F  A  c  i  L. 

As  I  live,  it  is  Rumble  in  yon  fhatter'd  oak  ! 
Don't  you  fee  where  he's  fitting  aftride  on  the  branch  ? 
He  has  crack'd  that  large  limb  by  the  weight  of  his 
paunch. 

TROPE. 

I  believe  he's  afleep  ! — fhall  we  give  him  a  call, 
Left  he  chance  in  his  flumber  to  get  a  bad  fall  ? 

F  A  c  i  L. 

Never  fear  : — here  is  one  to  take  care  of  his  life, 
Here's  the  nurfe  of  our  Brobdignag  baby,  his  wife , 
.    Enter  Mrs.  Rumble,  kajllly* 

MR  s.  Ru  M  BLE. 

Pray,  Gentlemen,  where  is  my  dear  Mr.  Rumble  ?— 
I  have  news  for  you  Poets,  to  make  you  all  grum- 
ble ! 
But  where  is  my  hufband  ? — I  feek  him  in  hafte. 

F  A  C  I  L. 

Dear  Ma'am  !  we're  furpriz'd  that,  with  fmgular  tafte, 
From  the  foft  arms  of  Beauty  he  ftrangely  has  fled, 
To  embrace  the  rough   limbs  of  an  oak  in  their 

ftead!— 

On  that  bough  you  may  fee  him.  , 
VOL.  VI.  '  X  MRS. 
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MRS.  RUMBLE. 

Ah  !  barbarous  man  ! 

He  will  venture  his  life,  let  me  fay  what  I  can. 
I  am  fure  fome  mifchance  will  his  genius  o'erwhelm, 
T'other  day  he  fell  down  from  the  top  of  an  elm. — 
Mr.  Rumble  !  take  care  ! — Mr.  Rumble,  my  dear  ! 

F  A  C  I  L. 

In  this  cafe,  my  dear  Madam,  you've  nothing  to  fear. 

Behold  !  'tis  an  incident  only  for  mirth, 

For  the  bough  gently  falling  configns  him  to  earth. 

MRS.  RUMBLE. 
I  rejoice  he  is  landed  ! 

Enter  Rumble,  Jtretcbing  bimfelf  and  yawning. 
MRS.  RUMBLE. 

My  dear  Mr.  Rumble ! 

It  is  well  you  have  met  with  fo  eafy  a  tumble  i 
I  wilh  that  your  fancy  was  not  fo  romantic  ; 
All  the  people  will  think  you  are  perfectly  frantic. 

RUMBLE. 

Peace,  woman  !— I  care  not  for  idle  derifion, 
I  have  had  a  fuperb  elegiacal  vifion  : 
Homer  fays,  with  great  truth,  "  Onar  ek  dios  efti." 

MRS.  RUMBLE. 

On  firft  waking,  my  dear,  you  are  apt  to  be  tefty ; 
7  But 
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But  I'm  glad  if  the  Mufe  has  been  kind  to  your  flum- 

bers, 
And  I  hope  we  fhall  hear  your  mellifluous  numbers. 

RUMBLE. 

In  my  dream  I've  compos'd,  and  with  clear  continuity, 
Such  emollient  verfe  for  the  grief  of  viduity, 
'Twould  have  footh'd  the  fad  relift  of  old  king  Mau- 
folus  ! 

MRS.  RUMBLE. 

In  our  paffions  the  Nine  may  have  charms  to  con- 
trol us ; 
But  your  Mufe,  I'm  afraid,  might  as  well  have  mif- 

carried, 
For  the  lady  you  praife  as  a  widow  is  married  ! 

RUMBLE. 
Peace,  woman  !  you're  crazy  ! 

F  A  C  I  L. 

How  !  married,  dear  Madam ! 
MRS.  RUMBLE. 

Ay,  married !  as  fure  as  we're  children  of  Adam. 
You  know,  Sir,  rich  folks,  with  a  licence,  have  power 
To  marry  without  the  canonical  hour  ; 
And,  leaving  her  guefts  o'er  their  punch  to  caroufe 
My  Lady  at  midnight  receiv'd  a  new.fpoufe. 

X  2  RUMBLE, 
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RUMBLE. 

Mrs.  Rumble,  I  fear  'tis  our  punch  that  has  bred 
Thefe  nuptial  phantafma's  in  your  giddy  head  : 
Your  ftory  has  nothing  of  concatenation. 

MRS.  RUMBLE. 

Mr.  Rumble,  you  always  will  doubt  my  narration  ! 
But  I  deal  not  in  fiction,  although  a  Bard's  wife  ; 
On  the  truth  of  this  fecret  I'd  venture  my  life : 
From  one  of  the  houfe-maids  I  happen'd  to  worm  it, 
And  here  comes  a  gentleman  who  will  confirm  it. 

Enter  Carey. 
MRS.  RUMBLE. 

Your  voice,  Mr.  Carey,  will  prove  I  am  right  5 
Pray  was  not  her  Ladyfhip  married  laft  night  ? 

CAREY. 
Dear  Madam  !  your  queftion  can  hardly  be  ferious, 

MRS.  RUMBLE. 

I  am  fure  fhe  was  wed,  though  the  wedding's  myf- 
terious. 

C  A-R  E  Y. 

Do  you  really  believe  it  ?— dear  Madam,  to  whom  ? 
It  muft  be  to  one  of  thefe  Bards,  or  a  groom  : 
For,  excepting  ourfelves  and  the  men  of  her  train, 
Not  a  male  did  this  manfion  laft  night  entertain  : 

4  But 
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But  whence  your  conjecture  ?  on  what  is  it  grounded  ? 

RUMBLE, 

Silly  woman  !  I  tell  you  your  brain  is  confounded  ; 
But  I  think  we  may  guefs,  from  your  dream  of  this  facT, 
How  in  widowhood  you  will  be  tempted  to  a£t ; 
I  fuppofe,  when  I've  finifh'd  my  fcene  of  mortality, 
However  you  forrow  in  fhew  and  verbality, 
You  foon  will  renounce  all  your  dignified  gravity  ; 
And,  entic'd  by  fome  bellman's  poetical  fuavity  ; 
Go  to  church  with  a  fellow  who  deigns  to  rehearfe 
A  quatrain  on  your  charms  in  his  annual  verfe. 

MRS.  RUMBLE. 
O  you  barbarous  man  !  by  fo  cruel  a  jeft 
Would  you  wound  .the  chafte  love  of  fo  tender  a  breaft  ? 
You  know  me  too  well  to  believe  what  you  (ay.— 
Thank  my  ftars  !  here's  an  evidence  coming  this  way ; 
And  you'll  fee  truth  and  juftice  are  both  on  my  fide. 

Enter  Mifs  Jafper. 
MRS.  RUMBLE  (haftily.) 
Mifs  Jafper  !  pray  is  not  my  Lady  a  Bride  ? 

Miss  JASPER. 
You  are  right,  my  dear  Madam. 
CAREY.. 

It  cannot  be  real ! 
X3 
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Miss  JASPER. 
From  you  Bards  I  requeft  a  fublime  hymeneal, 

TROPE. 
So  fuddenly  married  ! 

F  A  C  I  L. 

You  certainly  joke. 
Mi  ss  JASPER. 
A  word  of  more  truth  in  my  life  I  ne'er  fpoke. 

CAREY. 

What  d'ye  mean,  my  dear  Fanny  ?  pray  do  not  de- 
ceive us. 

MRS.  RUMBLE. 
What  infidels,  Madam  !  they  will  not  believe  us. 

F  A  C  I  L. 

Pray,  to  what  happy  man  may  fo  fair  a  prize  fall  ? 

Miss  JASPER. 

The  Bridegroom  I'll  foon  introduce  to  you  all ; 
And  you  Poets,  I  truft,  will  a  new  ftring  employ, 
With  Ungular  pleafure  to  echo  his  joy. 

RUMBLE. 

So  my  fine  elegiacs  are  now  out  of  feafon  ;— 
I  was  mad,  to  think  woman  a  creature  of  reafon, 
And  on  widowhood's  flippery  virtues  to  raife 
TJie  luminous  fabric  of  rythmical  praife  ! 

But 
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But  I'll  hafte  to  be  gone  from  this  fcene  of  fatuity  : 
Come  along,  Mrs.  Rumble;  I've  done  with  viduity, — 
My  Lady  may  welcome  more  juvenile  comers, 
I  have  no  time  to  wafte  upon  conjugal  mummers. 

Miss  JASPER. 
Mr.  Rumble  !  pray  ftay,  in  our  joy  to  partake. 

MRS.   RUMBLE. 

Stay,  my  dear  Mr.  Rumble  !  you'll  ftay  for  my  fake. 
Though  the  grand  and  the  gloomy  is  all  your  de- 

light, 

I  confefs  that  feftivity  pleafes  my  fight  j 
Pray  indulge  me  fox  once  ! — it  would  half  break  my 

heart 
Without  feeing  the  Bridegroom  were  we  to  depart. 

R  U  M  B  L  £. 

Curiofity  ruin'd  your  grandmother  Eve  ; 
And  to  gratify  yours  you  fhall  not  have  my  leave  : 
From  a  farcical  fcene  it  is  time  we  fhould  go,  ( 

And  who  plays  the  Jack  Pudding  I  want  not  to  know. 

MRS.  RUMBLE.. 
My  Lady  may  ftill  wifli  your  verfe  to  perufe  ! 

RUMBLE. 
For  Politics  henceforth  I  give  up  the  Mufe  j 

X  4    .  Though 
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Though  political  paths  may  have  fome  tortuofity, 
To  enter  on  them  I  have  lefs  fcrupuloflty, 
Than  to  feed  your  vain  fex  with  poetical  flummery, 
And  at  laft  be  the  dupe  of  their  amorous  mummery, 
But  I'll  have  my  revenge,  and,  before  my  fpleen  cools, 
I  will  prove  all  the  fex-flattering  poets  are  fools.— 
Come  away,  Mrs.  Rumble  ! — your  duty's  fubmiffion. 

[Exit,  bearing  cff  Mrs.  Rumble, 
Miss  JASPER. 

Poor  woman  !  I  pity  her  difmal  condition, 
And  am  griev'd  that  fo  roughly  he  makes  her  return :— » 
But  here's  one  to  confole  us  for  every  concern. 

Enter  Jafper. 
M-i  ss    JASPER. 

To  you,  my  good  friends,  I  the  Bridegroom  prefent, 
And  you  all  will  rejoice  in  this  happy  event, 

CAREY. 

Dear  Jafper  !  o'erwhelm'd  by  this  joyous  furprize, 
I  am  almoft  afraid  to  believe  my  own  eyes  f 
Are  you   really  return'd  ?   and,  in    truth,  are  yon 

married  ? 

Has  this  excellent  plan  been  fo  fuddenly  carried  ? 
Or,  with  potent  illufion  and  artful  pretences, 
Has  this  fair  little  forcejefs  cheated  our  fenfes  ? 

JASPER, 
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JASPER. 

You  may  truft  in  her  magic,  as  honeft  and  true  ; 
She  has  rendered  me  happy,  and  fo  fhe  will  you  : 
To  you,  my  dear  Carey,  I  give  her  for  life  ; 
So  enchanting  a  fifter  muft  prove  a  fweet  wife ; 
And,  with  pleafure  I  add,  you'll  receive  your  fair  Bride 
With  the  fortune  fhe  merits  completely  fupplied. 

CAREY. 
Her  heart  in  itfelf  is  an  opulent  dower  ! 

JASPER  (to  Facil  and  Trope. ) 
My  worthy  old  friends  !  in  this  fortunate  hour 
It  increafes  my  joy  to  meet  you  on  this  fpot. 

FACIL. 
I  rejoice  in  your  blifs ! 

TROPE. 

I  am  charm'd  with  your  lot ! 

JASPER. 

And  with  double  delight  the  good  fortune  I  view, 
Which  may  prove  I  retain  a  warm  friendfhip  for  you  : 
I've  a  fcheme  for  ye  both,  my  dear  Facil  and  Trope, 
That  will  meet  with  your  hearty  concurrence,  I  hope. 
You  muft  yield  to  my  wifh — I  will  not  be  denied 
From  any  vain  fcruples  of  generous  pride. 

FACIL. 
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F  A  C  I  L. 

With  hearts  fo  enliven'd  by  feeing  you  Weft, 
We  fhall  hardly  refufe  whatlbe'er  you  requeft. 

JASPER. 

Though  a  few  dainty  whims,  of  a  fingular  kind, 
Have  o'erclouded  the  worth  of  her  excellent  mind, 
The  foul  of  my  Lady  Sophia  is  fraught 
With  the  true  mental  pleafures  of  generous  thought. 
She  perceives,  and  difclaims  for  the  reft  of  her  days, 
The  foibles  to  which  falfe  refinement  betrays  : 
She  now  thinks  this  proud  fabric  of  ill-applied  art 
The  ridiculous  whim  of  too  feeling  a  heart. 
Sir  Simon  had  many  calm  virtues,  whofe  claim 
From  ungrateful  Oblivion  fhall  refcue  his  name  : 
But  all  the  diftinclions  of  rank  are  confus'd, 
Fame  herfelf  is  infulted,  and  Art  is  abus'd, 
When  the  plume  and  the  laurel  infultingly  wave 
O'er  the  honeft  plain  Merchant's  prepofterous  grave  : 
Convinc'd  of  this  truth,  'tis  my  Lady's  defign 
To  alter  this  dome  on  a  new  plan  of  mine. 
Here  with  Freedom  and  Eafe  you,  my  friends,  may 

refide  j 
Good  apartments  for  each  I  {hall  quickly  provide  : 

For 
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For  this  dome,  where  the  Founder  fhall  rife  in  a  nich, 
Js  to  prove  an  afylum  for  artifts  ngt  rich. 

CAREY. 
J  am  charm'd  with  your  project,  dear  Jafper  ! 

JASPER. 

Yet  hear:— 

By  the  will  there's  a  fund  of  four  hundred  a  year 
Of  real  hard  cafh,  from  incumbrances  free, 
Which  my  Lady  herfelf  is  to  guide  as  truftee, 
To  fupport  any  ftru&ure  (he  chufes  to  plan, 
To  perpetuate  the  name  of  her  worthy  good  man  ; 
This  between  you,  dear  Bards,  flie  is  pleas'd  to  adjuft: 
And  when  opulent  Honefty  finks  in  the  duft, 
May  his  heirs  ever  ufe  what  he  leaves  upon  earth 
In  fecuring  calm  comfort  to  Genius  and  Worth  ! 

F  A  c  i  L. 

We  always  have  faid,  and  your  actions  evince, 
You,  Jafper,  were  born  with  the  foul  of  a  prince  ; 
But  our  gratitude  how  fhall  we  utter  to  you  ? 

JASPER. 

JBy  returning  your  thanks  where  they  chiefly  are  due. 
My  Lady's  pure  bounty,  that  fcorns  to  be  ftinted, 
$ urpaft  in  your  favour  whatever  I  hinted,— 

To 
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To  prove  that  I  wed  not  from  motives  of  pelf, 
I  have  fettled  her  wealth  on  her  generous  felf ; 
She  is  rich,  and  intends  to  make  ufe  of  her  treafure 
In  the  purchafe  of  noble  and  permanent  pleafure  : 
At  the  higheft  of  intereft  our  gold  we  employ, 
When  it  brings  a  return  of  benevolent  joy.— 
Thank  my  ftars  !  all  my  wifhes  are  crown'd  with  fuc- 

cefs ; 

Kind  Fortune,  I  juft  now  have  learn'd  by  express, 
Outruns  in  our  favor,  the  flow  ftep  of  Law  : 
Old  Vellum,  alarm'd  by  our  hints  of  a  flaw 
la  the  bafe  legal  work  that  Fraud  led  him  to  frame, 
The  reverfion  he  ftole  has  propos'd  to  difclaim, 
Upon  terms  which  I  now,  for  tranquillity's  fake, 
At  my  Lady's  requeft,  fhall  be  willing  to  take. — 
But  come,  my  good  friends,  let  us  hafte  to  the  hall, 
Where  the  Bride  will  be  happy  to  welcome  you  aU. 

CAREY. 

Well,  my  friend  1  I  confefs,  in  the  courfe  of  my  life, 
I  have  oft  been  provok'd  with  your  new  lovely  Wife  ; 
But  for  this  her  laft  acl  her  late  whims  I  forgive, 
And  fhall  blefs  the -kind  creature  as  long  as  I  live. — 
You  will  teach,  as  you  mold  her  to  life's  fweeteft  duty, 
All  her  virtues  to  fhine  as  complete  as  her  beauty  : 

And 
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And  may  each  childlefs  widow,  in  youth's  lively  ftate, 
Who  has  yielded  an  honeft  old  hufband  to  fate, 
In  a  partner  like  you  find  the  fureft  relief, 
And  to  fenfible  joy  turn  fantaftical  grief! 
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